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Chapter 1 

European Roots. 
 
November, 1941. 
Seitenstetten, Austria. 
 
Emilie, a thirty two year old mother of two was walking on the 
granite floor of the three meter wide hall ways in a monastery, 
nestled in the foothills of the Austrian Alps. In addition to residents 
and staff, the monastery had been transformed to a refugee camp of 
1,200; it also accommodated prisoners of war. Space was at a 
premium. Every room was filled with bunk beds to the ceiling. 
November was already cold. The air was moist. Heating fuel was in 
short supply. The economics of war allowed few if any luxuries. From 
the end of the hallway, like an avalanche rushing down a mountain 
side bellowed the howling sound of babies crying in distress.   
 
People had to sleep, which was difficult in the overcrowded rooms. 
The screaming of babies was not appreciated. For the benefit of the 
many, babies were segregated and provided for in a secluded 
nursery. But the diapers were wet. The air was cold. The stomachs 
were empty, and babies did what babies do in such circumstances. 
They screamed long and loud. When their needs were not attended, 
they screamed even louder.  Emilie was pregnant. She was due to 
deliver her third child at any moment. Her baby was scheduled to be 
deposited into that nursery of screaming babies. At that moment, in 
the hallway at the door of the nursery, Emilie reached a decision; she 
made the resolution: “My baby is not going into that nursery!” 
 
November 19, 1941 
Seitenstetten, Austria. 
 
Emilie’s second son, Paul, was born. Paul was a normal healthy 
baby. He could raise his voice and scream like the rest. Soon a nurse 
came for a visit and said, “It is time for the baby to go to the 
nursery.” But Emilie had rehearsed her line. She knew what she was 
going to say, “My baby is not going into that nursery!” The nurse also 
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had rehearsed her line. But Emilie was determined, “My baby is not 
going into that nursery!” Emilie insisted to hold and keep her baby. 
Paul did not going into that nursery. 
 
Soon afterward the nursery was abandoned. Mothers were allowed 
to care for their own children. Thus Emilie single-handedly affected 
and changed a policy, which was standard procedure, as in the 
numerous war-time camps of Nazi-Germany. Paul Welk, even before 
his birth, was involved in a critical confrontational situation, the 
outcome of which determined the integrity, rights and privileges of 
others.  Paul Welk had the privileged to be borne into a family, 
where in his mother’s kitchen integrity, truth, respect and honesty 
prevailed. 
 
In retrospect, Paul Welk, recognizes the template of his mother, 
was imprinted upon his character, while he still was in the womb. As 
Emilie once insisted, “My child is not going into that nursery!” Paul 
Welk, throughout his life, his ministry, and even now, at age seventy, 
still finds himself in situations, where he relives identical scenarios. 
When human practice and doctrine obviously contradict Holy 
Scripture, the obvious is clear, “That is not in conformity to the Word 
of the Lord! Therefore, that is not the way it is going to be!”  By 
taking her stand Emilie changed her society. Paul Welk has not yet 
finished his task. He is still working at it, facing conflict, even the 
contempt of the unprincipled politically and theologically correct 
conformists, who flex and bend as the wind blows. 
 
The social and economical conditions during the infancy of Paul 
Welk are meticulously recorded in the memoirs of Emilie. Yet there 
are several additional details, which come to mind. 
 
1943 to 1945 
Czechoslovakia 
 
Even as a child, Paul Welk always had a good “Ortgedächtniss,” 
which could put everything into proper perspective, aligning co-
relations of co-ordinates. This enabled him later to function as a taxi 
driver in an unfamiliar big city, a prospector in the hostile terrain of 
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virgin forests, and not get lost, draw up blueprints, visualize the 
finished product, even produce oil paintings, with relatively correct 
proportions and color combinations. Paul was only 3½ years old 
when his parents, brother Otto, sister Adele, Grandpa Wilhelm Fein 
and uncle Emil Fein were forced to flee with horse and wagon from 
their temporary home in Mährisch Hause (Moravská Huzová, 34 

Czechoslovakia), yet Paul still has in his mind this clear picture of his 
surroundings.  
 
The farm yard, where the Welk’s lived, was approximately 100 feet 
wide, and 150 feet deep. Toward the street was a solid wall, a 
lockable gate for wagons, and a man door on the right side of the 
gate. Upon walking through that door, a person was under a 
sheltered overhang of the roof. To the right of the overhang was the 
kitchen and living area. If a person would walk past the living 
quarters, he would come to the stables, where there was room for at 
least a couple of horses, cows and their provisions.  If a person would 
continue walking under the overhang, he would be forced to turn 
left, and enter a semi-enclosed barn-like shelter, which was used for 
the storage of farm implements. Along the back of this sheltered 
area (possibly South) was a solid wall with a door into a huge back 
yard. Outside that door were several large trees, one of which had a 
huge swing, which little Paul enjoyed, whenever someone pushed 
him on it. The left side of the yard was separated from the adjacent 
neighbor by a six foot high wall; along that wall, near the front street 
was a small building. I probably remember the above, for as a 
toddler, my parents knew that I could not get lost, I was securely 
enclosed, yet I had the liberty to hone the curiosity of a little boy and 
explore, while living within large and safe parameters. 
 
On our flight to Germany I recall being on the wagon, travelling 
through what seemed like an endless forest. As a 3½ year child, I 
recall seeing empty spaces between the trees, thinking that it was 
the end of the forest. But when you got there, there were more 
trees.  
 
In retrospect, another factor determined the development of the 
independent character of Paul Welk. The unifying and driving force 
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in Emilie’s kitchen was Emilie, his mother. Paul Welk in discussions 
with brothers Otto, Martin, and sisters, Adele, and Erna, at times, 
like the others, was somewhat critical of their father, Emanuel Welk; 
for they would have preferred a more intimate bond with their 
father, and would have liked to have him be more involved with their 
lives, particularly providing emotional support, when they were 
children. Without justifying the unjustifiable, it seems to have been 
the accepted norm of previous ages and generations, as it is 
expressed in the poem “Das Lied der Glocke,” by Friedrich Schiller: 
“Und drinnen waltet die tüchtige Hausfrau,” which is a paraphrase of 
the Biblical Book Proverbs, Chapter 31: “With strength and dignity 
the virtuous woman governs her household.” As such Father knew 
and regarded his Emilie. He had absolute confidence in her. He let 
her govern the household and the children – that was the woman’s 
job. He would not interfere. He was content to be in the background, 
the provider, who helped make it all happen. Thus it was common 
for Father, after a long day of hard physical labor, to fall asleep, 
exhausted on the wooden bench behind the supper table. 
 
                                          Family Setting, 1943 

  
 
 

1945 to 1948 
Adelstetten, Germany 
 
My first conscious memories of my pre-school days are from 
Adelstetten, which is a hamlet of 10 to 15 antique farmyards, as they 
existed for hundreds of years in the County of the City Schwäbisch 
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Gmünd, approximately 50 kilometers, East of the City of Stuttgart, 
Germany. We, father, mother, brothers Otto, Martin and sisters 
Adele and Erna lived in a two room suite on the second floor of a 
large old farm house, named the Grötzinger’s. We had no indoor 
plumbing, no central or electric heat, and no running water. Running 
hot water, was only available in fancy hotels, and was a specifically 
advertized luxury. In the yard were the ruins of an outdoor open fire 
bread-baking-house. There was a large barn for 15 to 20 cattle, one 
big ox, a big hay loft, a big manure pile, one mangy black farm dog, 
named “Morle,” and countless cats, which on occasion would use as 
kitty litter the threshed kernels of wheat, which was stored in the 
attic, and was later ground to make flour and bread. 
 
Each farm was self-sufficient, and raised fruit, vegetable, life stock, 
milk, eggs, firewood, and whatever was needed. Some farmers 
would still sow their wheat by hand as it was done 1,000 years ago. 
They would cut hay and harvest with a sythe by hand.  Late in the 
evening before dark, you could hear the farmers sharpening their 
sythe, by hammering them paper-thin on an anvil; you could hear 
the penetrating ping, ping, ping, ping. In the winter, again like 1,000 
years ago, the farmers would thrash the wheat on their barn floor, 
by whipping and flogging it with a heavy hunk of wood, which was 
attached to a six foot handle by a leather strap. Sometimes two or 
three persons, would rhythmically synchronize their stroke, and 
work together. You could hear them threshing three or four farm 
yards away.  
 
One of my tasks was to get milk from one of the farmers. On my 
way home, I would put the laws of gravity and inertia to work; I 
would take my two liter milk can, and swing it fast and furiously in 
circular motion above my head, without spilling a single drop of milk.  
 
In the spring we would listen for the gaggling of chickens, after they 
laid their eggs. The farm chickens would freely roam around the 
farmyard, lay eggs and build up a hatch for brooding. A chicken 
would not sit on the eggs for brooding until there were about 10 or 
12 eggs. So the trick was to find such a stack of eggs, before the 
brooding process began. Timing was critical, we would watch the 
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chicken’s activity, and take the eggs home for us to eat, or use them 
for Easter eggs.  
 
We were not allowed to steal. Taking chicken eggs from a nest in 
the deep grass around the farm was not considered stealing.  Taking 
eggs from the farmer’s chicken coop would have been stealing. 
Likewise, in the fall, picking fallen apples, pears, or nuts off the 
ground was not deemed stealing, but taking them directly off the 
tree would have been stealing. Similarly in the forest, gathering 
fallen branches for firewood was not considered stealing, but cutting 
down trees or branches would have been stealing. Picking wild blue 
berries, strawberries or raspberries in the farmers’ forest was not 
considered stealing, but eating domesticated gooseberries, would 
have been stealing. 
 
Thus even as children we all had a role to play in supplementing the 
family income. We stored up enough apples to last us till January, 
and nuts to last till spring. We certainly did not live in excess. 
Nothing was wasted. Chicken bones made good chicken soup. The 
noodles were home made. My father would take the chicken skull 
out of the chicken soup, put it on the table, position a knife carefully 
on the skull of the chicken, and strike the back of the knife with the 
palm of his hand, then he would open the cracked chicken skull, and 
offer us the chicken brains to eat. But I never ate them. I always 
would let him have the chicken brains.   
 
At times we might have wanted more to eat, but we never starved. 
I never liked tomatoes; once they offered me the equivalent of 25 
cents, if I would eat a slice of a tomato; but I would not do it. 
Another thing, I would never do, kiss somebody. Once everybody 
was after me to give me a kiss, but I would hide underneath the 
table to get away from them.  They thought it was funny. I didn’t 
think so. 
 
My toys were all home made. I did have one tiny tin toy car, which 
lasted me for many years. Once I took two of the farmer’s goats, 
made a harness, and tied them in front our mini wagon. But the 
goats did not co-operate, they broke free and ran away.  I made 
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some to the best bow and arrows; one bow, made from an ash 
sapling tree, shot an arrow further than 100 meters. In later years, I 
even shot a crow out of a tree, but I think that crow was sick, for it 
did not fly away, even after several misses. 
 
My father did teach me how to whistle. You fold both hands to 
make a hollow cup, put two thumbs over the hollow of the hands, 
and blow across the slot of the thumbs. The whistle is more like a 
huh-huh sound of an owl.  I preferred whistling by sticking the two 
index fingers into my mouth, past the teeth, curling up the tongue. 
Some boys could really whistle loud that way. You can whistle like 
that with various combinations of fingers. My father also taught me 
how to take an acorn cup, push it in between the base of two 
adjacent fingers, sharply bend down the second joint of the fingers, 
and blow across the acorn cup to make a very sharp high pitched 
whistling sound.  He also taught me how to make a “Schook 
Scheufele,” which was a carefully carved long stick, with a broad fin 
at the end, then you would carve a notch into the shaft, into which 
you hook the knot on the end of a string from a small whip. If you did 
everything right, you could whip the “Schook Scheufele” much 
further than you can throw a stone. My father could fix almost 
anything, and by necessity did a lot of repairing, shoes, furniture, and 
you name it. He often whistled a tune while he worked. My father 
grew, prepared, dried, cut and rolled his own tobacco. Later in 
Canada, he smoked a pack of cigarettes a day, but one day he quit, 
and never smoked again – that was long before he died of old age 
and prostate cancer, at age 85. 
 
Accommodated in the various farmhouses of Adelstetten, were 
about six to ten refugee families. The local farmers were primarily 
the older generations. There were hardly any native/resident 
children. I guess most of that generation was lost in the previous 
war. So my play-mates were primarily refugee people, like we were. 
My guilty conscience helps me to remember one specifically.  His 
name was Peppy Tonner. We used to get together and play soccer 
on Sunday afternoons, I was one of the youngest and normally was 
the last one to be picked for a team; I usually played goalie. One day 
I met Peppy on the street; I lobbed, what looked like a ball, the size 
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of a golf ball, at Peppy, and called out “Köpf! – Head!” Well it looked 
like a ball, and like a soccer player, Peppy used his head; but it was 
solid rubber, hard like a rock, and almost broke Peppy’s skull. 
 
1948 to 1953, 
Alfdorf, Germany. 
 
Adelstetten was too small to have its own school or church. Even 
before I started school in Alfdorf, we regularly walked the three 
kilometers west to attend the Evangelical Church in Alfdorf. We even 
had Sunday School. Alfdorf was a mixed town of about 2-3,000 
people, most were local tradesmen, some were farmers, some 
operated stores, there was one doctor, a Landlord Baron, and what 
we called two castles, which were large houses, surrounded by walls.  
 
We were not really strangers in Alfdorf. But none of the 30 students 
in my Grade One was an old friend or familiar playmate. Suddenly I 
was locked into a room together with 30 strangers, even girls, plus 
the authority figure of the teacher, who had to keep all these rascals 
in line. Most of my old playmates in Adelstetten, like Peppy, were 
Roman Catholics, they went to a different church, and a different 
school in Pferdsbach, a small town East of Adelstetten. So I was 
isolated, six years old, and for the next four years, rain or shine, I 
would solitarily, in complete isolation, walk to and from school in 
Alfdorf. The first few times, my grandfather, Wilhelm Fein, would 
accompany me. On one such trip, I suddenly awoke sitting on the 
box of a wagon, which was pulled by a horse. While walking on the 
country road, a motorcycle came from behind, ran into me, knocked 
me down and unconscious; when I came too I was sitting of this 
wagon.  If you know where to look, you can still see a small scar, and 
hair missing on the back of my head. 
 
The above scenarios were a precursor, of what would be repeated 
countless times in my entire life. I was never part of the gang – I was 
always an outsider. By the time I was able to psychologically analyze 
the situations I realized that I have not only accepted this fact, but 
appreciated isolation. I have very little, if any, desire, to conform to 
the mores, politics, clichés of exclusive cliques and closed-circuit-
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minded societies or groups. It seems that subconsciously I am even 
sending out signals that indicate, I am not one of ”You”, and I have 
no desire to become one of “You.” There are several examples of this 
scenario. Here is one:  
 

My parents were farming people in sunny, hot Romania; in their 
childhood they spent their summer barefooted. Now, since, in 
post war years, shoes were almost impossible to get, my 
parents sent me to school, as they went – barefooted. Alfdorf 
was not a farming community; they were primarily town’s 
people; none of their children went to school barefooted. 
During break, when we played catch, and it was my turn to run 
and catch them, they, having shoes, would stand in the area, 
which was covered with crushed rock, thinking that I, being 
barefooted, cannot go there. But I, with callused feet, was used 
to walking on rocks, I caught them. In fact I enjoyed being 
barefooted. I remember standing barefooted in the hot tar 
puddle of the tar and graveled road, wiggle my toes in the hot 
tar, then walk on sand to make myself semi-permanent tar-
gravel-sandals. (I don’t remember what my mother had to say 
about this.) 

 
In Grade One, we had no paper and pencil. Every student had his 
own eight by ten inch portable, framed-in, stone-age black slate.  
You could write on both sides, erase anything you wanted to erase, 
and re-use the black board until it broke. Your pen was a “Griffel,” 
which was not chalk, but softer slate stone. For homework we had 
“Schönschreiben,” writing nicely, neatly and consistently – the 
opposite of my present hand writing.   
 
School was in the morning only. Even before school started at age 
six, children were used to working around homes, doing whatever 
needed to be done.  Afternoons were not fun and games. In our 
case, it was picking berries, gathering firewood for winter. Later in 
years, working for farmers, picking potatoes, bringing in hay, or 
whatever harvesting, doing  work that needed to be done, splitting 
wood, carrying wood into the attic. The latter we did even in school, 
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for each school room had its own wood-burning stove and needed 
fire wood; this was a job for children.  
 
The public school was compulsory for young people ages six to 
fourteen. One hour during the week we had religion classes. The 
Pastor or a teacher would teach Biblical history and Bible stories. 
Normally for homework we had to memorize one hymn stanza. Once 
a year we had an excursion, when we would visit natural tourist 
attractions.  Those parents, who wanted their children to go on to 
higher education, had to pull their children out of the public school 
system at the end of grade four or five. Those students, who did not 
make this change, joined the work force at the end of grade 8. 
 
High School “Oberschule or Gymnasium” was an additional nine 
years of preparation for university. This involved rigorous training in 
mathematics, chemistry, physics, the arts, and at least two foreign 
languages. No one in our family was ever involved in this, but since 
my friend Jochen went to High School, I followed suit. As a ten year 
old boy, I left the public school system and daily took the public 
transportation bus, together with blue collar workers to Schwäbisch 
Gmünd, a city of about 20-30,000. There I went to High School, 
learning algebra, English, French, grammar and all that good stuff for 
about a year and a half. 
 

 
Mother, Otto, Erna, Paul, Adele, Martin, Father, 1951 
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1953 to 1957, 
Pfahlbronn, Germany. 
 
In 1953 my parents moved from Adelstetten to Pfahlbronn. 
Pfahlbronn was a village, smaller than Alfdorf but bigger than 
Adelstetten. The village had about 5-600 people and was about 3 
kilometers West of Alfdorf. As before, we still went to church in 
Alfdorf and did most of our shopping there. But it meant that I could 
not continue with my schooling in Schwäbisch Gmünd. Now my 
school was in a totally new town, new surrounding and a new 
experience for me in Welzheim, which was city of about 10,000. By 
the time I left Welzheim, and we moved to Canada I had 5½ years if 
High School English, and 3½ years of French, and the equivalent of 
Canadian Grade Ten math, which allowed me later in Canada to start 
my apprenticeship as electrician and continue my higher education 
at university and later on at a theological seminary. 
 
By the time we moved to Pfahlbronn economic conditions 
improved. I had my first bicycle. Weather permitting I biked the 7-8 
kilometers to school in Welzheim. I biked to Alfdorf for accordion 
lessons, church and confirmation classes. In Pfahlbronn I also was 
part of a junior soccer team. But at heart I was still young and did not 
take my studies very seriously. I recall building a seat in a huge 
spruce tree, about 30 to 40 feet above the ground; there I did my 
homework in English, French and math.  I almost flunked one year, 
but then physics and chemistry was introduced and my interest in 
school greatly improved. (Several years earlier, my mother called me 
and said, “Come here! How come your pants look so strange?” I had 
torn them by climbing in trees; to avoid disapproval or worse, 
punishment, I took threat and needle, and sewed them back up 
again. But her trained eye noticed the odd stitching immediately.) 
 
In those days I read a serial youth magazine, called “PETE.”  Pete 
was a fictitious teenager of the Arizona Wild West, being involved 
even in fist and gun fights. Thinking about Indians and being armed 
with my bow and arrows, I was going to make for myself moccasins 
out of rabbit fur and skin. But the leather was not properly treated. 
Soon the moccasins developed a most nauseating smell, for maggots 
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got into it. That unique smell stuck with me for a long time, even 
though I quickly discarded the moccasins and socks. 
 
I was extremely excited when my older brother Otto, who had 
emigrated to Canada back in 1951, wrote that he would buy me an 
air gun, when he will come back to Germany for a visit at Christmas, 
1954. But I was utterly disappointed in the end, for I had failed to 
note the precondition: I would have to increase my average grade in 
school by one complete point.  
 
I was about to be confirmed in the spring of 1955. Confirmation is a 
Lutheran Church tradition, which is preceded by a thorough two year 
education in Lutheran/Christian doctrines. Confirmation also 
coincides with the conclusion of the public German school system, 
and entry into the working class. Otto extended his three month visit 
to Germany until my confirmation. My confirmation blessing is 
“Rejoice always, pray without ceasing, be thankful in all 
circumstances.”  (1 Thessalonians 5: 16-17) 
 
An incident occurred at pre-confirmation classes. Confirmation 
classes were lead by Pastor Doll in Alfdorf.  The boys from Pfahlbronn 
and Alfdorf had a contentious rivalry. One day word circulated that 
the Alfdorfers would beat up the Pfahlbronners. I, a Pfahlbronner 
was well familiar with Alfdorf. Immediately after class, I was about to 
lead the Pfahlbronners, via back roads and alleys to safety out of 
town. But the Alfdorfers caught up with us, and a confrontation 
without blows ensued. A battle between leaders was promoted by 
the cowards, who themselves did not want to fight. I was pushed to 
the fore and so was Jochen. But Jochen and I had been friends for 
many years.  We stood our ground, stared at each other, but refused 
to fight. There was no winner and no looser. After a while all went 
home. 
 
My parents had bought an accordion for me several years earlier.  I 
took weekly lessons from Fritz Fischer (?) in Alfdorf. We had a band 
of about 12 and put on concerts in the sport’s arena. I played bass. In 
1956 we went on a three day excursion to Bavaria: Castle Chiemsee, 
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the Hofbräuhaus in Munich, and Lake Berchtesgaden in the Alps, 
where the boys slept in a hayloft.  
 

 
 
During this time I played in the Youth Soccer, Class A. Intercity 
games where always on Sunday afternoon; the youth game would 
precede the men’s game. We travelled by bus, and games where 
followed up in taverns, drinking beer. “Die große Liesel,” a 2 or 3 liter 
pitcher of beer was passed around; whoever drank the second last 
drink, had to pay for the next one.  My first exposure to television 
was in the tavern, ”Der Hirsch,” where about 50 people watched  the 
Soccer  World Cup final between Germany and Hungary. Germany 
won 3:2, thanks to Puskash missing a penalty shot. 
 
As in Adelstetten, we went to church at the Stephanuskirche in 
Alfdorf every Sunday. We had only one bicycle, so we normally went 
on foot. Three church bells were always ringing for five minutes 
before each worship service; so we knew, if we would have to hurry 
up to get there on time. During the two year pre-confirmation days, 
church attendance was compulsory; we even had a card, which had 
to be punched regularly. As confirmands, the boys (about 25) sat in 
one long pew, against the back West wall of the second balcony. 
 
My sisters Adele, and Erna, younger brother Martin and I lived 
together with very little conflict and no rivalry. But we effectively 
lived separate lives, with different activities. Our mother, Emilie, 
kept us all in line, and father commuted to Schwäbisch Gmünd, 
where he worked for a plastering construction company to provide 
for us all. 
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Spring 1957,  
Pahlbronn, Germany. 
 
We said good bye to friends and relatives and started a completely 
new life in Canada, with only a suitcase and the clothes on our backs. 
We had the understanding that we would never return to Germany.  
The only thing I brought was my accordion, which in Canada I rarely 
played, for I had no connections with a band or other players. 
Though father picked it up; he played hymns and songs, without 
sheet music for many years in Calgary.  When father died, I played at 
his funeral, at the grave site, his favorite hymn, “Säh’n wir uns an 
jenem Ufer, wo die Stürme sind vorbei.” (We will meet on the other 
side of the river, when the storms are over.) Now I still play the 
accordion occasionally, especially at Christmas. (For details on the 
trip to Canada, please the Memoirs of Emilie.) 
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Chapter 2: 

Construction, Cars, And The Call. 
 
May 1957,   
Calgary, Alberta, Canada 
 
Leaving Germany ended my childhood. Life in Canada was more 
than moving to a new location. At the time, I was only 15½ years old.  
There was only a very short transition from childhood to adulthood. 
For example, I was even introduced to a Canadian all male beer 
parlor at the Queen’s or St, Louis Hotel in Calgary. When Otto and his 
friends went for a beer, they did not want me to wait outside. We 
got around the minimum age restriction of 21. Otto gave me his 
jacket, and I had to sit with my back towards the bartender. 
 
I was familiar with the English language, so there was no thought of 
me going to school. My first job was “gopher” (Go for it.) at a 
greenhouse complex at 60 cents per hour. I was considering 
becoming a carpenter. But Otto said, “No, carpenters have to work 
hard. Become an electrician. They have it easier.” 
 
In the Fall I started a night school course at SAIT (Southern Alberta 
Institute of Technology) on Electrical Theory and Circuits, and made 
countless applications to start an apprenticeship – but no luck. 
  
January 1958,  
Winnipeg Manitoba. 
 
Otto was carpenter foreman and worked on a huge construction 
site in Winnipeg, the Assiniboine Race Track. He secured 
employment for me as laborer. But I worked there only three weeks, 
for I had an accident at work and broke a bone in my left lower arm. 
So I returned back to Calgary, and completed my course at SAIT.  
Work was hard and strenuous. The temperature was never above 
minus 40 degrees. I will always remember those days in Winnipeg, as 
the worst days of my life.  
 



16 
 
1958,  
Calgary, Alberta 
 
In the Spring I started my apprenticeship with Wilkinson Electric Co. 
at 90 cents per hour. I worked primarily with a fine old electrician 
named Sam, we did one of the last electrical installations, where 
every electrical joint had to be soldered and taped. But work slowed 
down. And everyone sat around the shop, waiting for someone to 
call an electrician. Waiting is not my specialty. I looked for work. At 
the beginning of my apprenticeship I adopted this work ethic: “Do 
your job a little bit faster than anybody else, and a little bit better 
than anybody else.” And for the rest of my life I was never really out 
of a job. 
 
My brother Otto and his family also moved back to Calgary, and 
started the building of their house on 18th Street NE. I worked with 
Otto every spare hour I had, building his house, and learning how to 
build houses in Canada. When Otto’s house was done, my parents 
began to build their house on 17th Street NE. 
 
My parents built the identical house as Otto. So I had experience. It 
is always easier the second time. Together with father, we did the 
whole thing after hours, from the foundation to the kitchen cabinets. 
Since I had built this house with Otto, and I was the only one, who 
could read and write English, I was in charge of ordering and paying 
for materials, arrange for sub-contractors, or whatever. One evening 
we completed framing the back wall, 37 feet long. The two of us, 
father and I, decided to raise up the wall before we go home. (It 
might have been my idea.) We did raise it a little too much, for it 
tilted over, crashed and broke in two, laying upside down next to the 
eight foot foundation wall, for it had not yet been back filled. That 
night, before we went home, we got the wall out of the ditch, back 
on to the subfloor.  
  
Old Mr. Wilkinson was kind enough to get the electrical permit for 
me so that I could do the electrical wiring for the house, even though 
I had never wired a house before. I asked a lot of questions and with 
a couple of re-inspections got it all done. We moved into the house 
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when it was already winter, and did the detailed finishing work, 
while living there. I even built the kitchen cabinets (with Otto’s help), 
and did the linoleum floors in kitchen and bathroom. 
 

 
 
1959 to 1960  
Calgary, Alberta 
 
I found employment with Canadian Comstock Co. at $1.10 per hour, 
building the Post Office on, 9th Avenue and 1st St. SW. For the next 
two years I worked on this jobsite from the foundation to the very 
last finishing. One day the foreman asked me to take the company 
truck back to the shop. I did not want to give the impression that 
there is something, which I cannot do. So I did not want to tell him 
that I do not have a driver’s license. I got the keys, got in the truck. I 
started the engine. But I had no idea where the gears were. I pushed 
the pedals, to see which pedal is the clutch, and which are the 
breaks. I pushed the clutch, and tried the various positions on the 
gear shift. I very slowly let out the clutch to see if I moved: forwards 
or backwards. I finally backed out of the parking stall. And very, very 
slowly I started to drive. Once I got started, I never shifted gears, I 
did not know which is which anyway. I drove through downtown 
Calgary, and parked the truck at the shop on 11th Avenue. I turned 
the keys in at the office, and on clouds I walked back to work. (The 
only experience I had was driving tractor on a farm in Germany.) 
 
By the end of 1959 Otto’s and my parents’ houses were completely 
and done. For the first time I had spare time. I got involved in the 
German choir at St. Matthew Lutheran Church, 1st Avenue NE, and 
the church’s youth Group, called the Walther League. My 
involvement in the Walther League soon developed, and I was part 
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of the Alberta District Executive Board. The encouragement which I 
received from various members of the Walther League, resulted in 
my later decision to enter studies for the Office of the Holy Ministry 
in the Lutheran Church. 
 
The much welcomed free time allowed Otto and I to do much 
hunting and fishing. For $50.00 I bought my first shotgun, a 1876 
double barrel L.C. Smith, which I sold in the 1990’s for $300.00. We 
got many ducks and rabbits. Otto bagged several deer and elk. I got 
more than one moose. However, this called for the need of 
transportation.   Our younger brother Martin had a bad experience, 
and did not want to go hunting anymore.  
 
During this time, I kept only spending-money from my pay checks. 
As stated above, mother managed the household. I gave my pay 
checks to her.  One day I walked up to her and said, “Mom, I need 
$200.00 to pay for the car, which I am buying.” She did not object 
but said, “But that is going to be our car.” I said, “No, this is going to 
be my car.”  Later on, she was glad that it was my car and not “our” 
car. If it would have been “our car,” she would have had to 
administer it and determine, who would drive it, Martin or I. Martin 
and I reached the agreement, that he would get the car for sure one 
day a week. (Martin had just turned 16, though he had more tractor 
driving experience than I.)  
 
1960 to 1962,  
Calgary Alberta.   
Cars: 
 
My first car was a 1950, Pontiac Sedan. It was light green, torpedo 
back and had 91,000 miles on the odometer. On April 6th, 1960, we 
had a spring snow fall of six inches. My car was parked in front of our 
house on 17th Street NE. I did not yet have a driver’s license, but I 
just had to drive it in the snow – just around the block. No problem, I 
had done that before. Martin though 2½ years younger than I, 
actually got his driver’s license a couple days before I did.  After that, 
life was never the same. We had wheels. My father and mother 
never did get a license or a car, but Martin gladly was their 
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chauffeur. One day father commented on my driving. He said, “Der 
Paul fahrt wie die Feuerwehr.”(Paul drives like the fire department.) I 
used my first “Bondo,” changed my first transmission on this car, and 
replaced the muffler with a straight pipe. 
 
I had a couple minor accidents, so the home-repaired car did not 
look so good. I had to get a “new” one, a 1952 Pontiac Sedan. It was 
a wreck. Rust everywhere. You had to cross railroad tracks at an 
angle, with the steering wheel pushed to the left or to the right, if 
you just let it find its own way, the front wheels would start to 
wobble. It burned so much oil, that the oil never got old, and never 
had to be changed, it was always clear; with every gas tank you had 
to add one quart of oil. One Sunday afternoon I and some friends 
decided to drive to Banff. We got half way.  The motor started to 
knock. I turned around instantly and slowly headed home. I got as far 
as the Cochrane turn off. There was a Big Bang. Immediately I turned 
off the ignition, and coasted into the service station. I opened the 
hood, and could see a piston rod sticking out the side of the flat head 
six cylinder engine.  I phoned Paul Eckert, my brother-in-law. He 
came and with a rope, and pulled my dead Pontiac directly to an 
auto wrecker in Forest Lawn. The next day, I got $13.00 for scrap 
metal; in those days everything was closed on Sundays. 
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My next car was beauty. I paid $600.00 for it. It was a hard top, four 
door, two tone blue and white, 1956, V-8, Standard Transmission, 
American Pontiac. I had this car until summer 1964. Again we 
decided to go Banff, fishing at Taylor Lake. Along came Otto, 
Herman, Oscar, and one of the Hazel brothers. We hiked 2 hours up 
to the lake. Fishing was no good, a hot summer day. Otto and I 
decided to hike to the O’Brien Lake, maybe there fishing would be 
better. The others decided to go back down.  Fishing was no better 
at the other lake.  Otto and I gave up also. We hiked back down. As 
we walked into the clearing of the parking lot, Otto said, “Look, it is a 
beautiful day. People go for a Sunday afternoon drive, and this is 
what happens.” There was a major car accident on the highway. I 
said, “Just a minute, THAT IS MY CAR!”  The others got back to the 
vehicle; were bored; looked for a hidden key, and found it. They 
went for a drive to Banff. They came back and wanted to turn left 
into the parking lot. They stopped because of on-coming traffic. The 
driver from behind them plowed into them with such force, that the 
motor in my Pontiac was ripped off its motor mounts, the front seat 
was ripped off the floor. The three of them landed in the back of the 
car. My Pontiac was pushed across the highway, missing on-coming 
traffic by inches, and continued coasting in gear on the opposite 
shoulder for almost 100 feet. None of the three were injured. The 
other driver was injured, and in shock was under a blanket, waiting 
for an ambulance.   How we got home that night I do not remember. 
I think Oscar’s brother picked us up. 
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I was working that summer, saving money that I could go to school 
again in the Fall, but I needed a car. So I bought a cheap 1956 Ford. 
That green car was a lemon. It too died in Banff, on the Number 1 
Highway near the Eisenhower Junction. Suddenly it was running 
rough. I stopped and looked underneath. Oil was just running out. It 
blew a seal. I think I gave that car to Martin, when they opened the 
motor, they found a dime, inside one of the combustion chambers.  
 
1960 to 1962,  
Calgary Alberta.   
Completing One Profession And Starting Another. 
 
After the construction of the Post Office, I decided to get electrical 
experience doing house wiring. I briefly worked for Jager 
Construction, but left that company, because they operated 
according to different principles than I.  
 
I found rewarding work and good relationships with Dickie’s 
Electric, where my experience in house wiring, commercial 
construction, and administrative potential was recognized. I was 
with Dickie’s Electric, when I received my Certificate of Completion 
of Apprenticeship in the electrical trade, P.A.B. No. 8177, July 31, 
1962. I worked as journeyman electrician for almost another year, 
when Mr. Bill Dickie, called me into his office, and informed that he 
appreciates my work and would like to promote me to work in the 
office as estimator. I respectfully declined his generous offer, and 
informed him, that I have decided to relinquish being an electrician, 
go to school full time, secure my High School Matriculation, enter 
university and seminary training in order to serve my Lord as a 
Lutheran Pastor. 
 
The decision to enter the Office of the Holy Ministry was a gradual 
process, which culminated punctually and with clarity. As already 
stated, we attended worship services regularly; I was involved with 
the Church Youth Group and on the executive of the Alberta District 
Walther League. As such I frequently was the leader of public 



22 
 
devotions, and was repeatedly encouraged to consider becoming a 
pastor.  
 
I bargained with the Lord as I considered the Office of the Holy 
Ministry. To date, I had spent a total of only 9 years in school, and I 
did not have the required Grade 12 High School Matriculation. I said, 
“Lord, prove it to me that I can handle the scholastic aspect: If I get 
more than 90% in my journeyman electrician’s test, I will go.”  He 
gave me 91%. Later I bargained again, I said, “Lord, if I cannot get my 
Grade 12 Matriculation in one year, it is no use for me to go on to 
university and seminary.” I passed all my Grade 12 Matriculation 
qualifying exams on the first attempt. 
 
I attended the Walther League Spring Rally at St. Paul’s Lutheran 
Church, Medicine Hat, Alberta, May, 1963. On the return trip to 
Calgary, I was delayed, and far behind the caravan of young people 
heading back to Calgary. It was previously arranged to stop in Brooks 
for coffee. To catch up with the caravan in Brooks, I drove with my 
beloved 1956 Pontiac, on the two lane highway, squinting into the 
setting sun, having 3-4 passengers in the car. I drove 112 kilometers 
(Google recommended driving time: 1 hour and 20 minutes) in 45 
minutes at an average speed of 150 kilometers per hour.  After 
stopping at Brooks for coffee, I gave my keys to someone and let him 
drive the rest of the way to Calgary. That night, as usual ever since 
my confirmation, I opened my New Testament to read a Chapter of 
Holy Scripture before going to bed. The reading that night was 
Matthew 9, the conclusion of which is:  
 

“The harvest is plentiful, but the laborers are few; therefore 
pray earnestly to the Lord of the harvest to send out laborers 
into his harvest.” 
 

At that moment I did some soul-searching and asked myself, “How 
can you pray for this, and do stupid stunts, like this?” (The drive 
between Medicine Hat and Brooks.)  Instead of going to bed, I sat at 
my desk and wrote a letter to Concordia College, Edmonton, Alberta, 
making application to enroll in the curriculum, in preparation for the 
Office of the Holy Ministry.  
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The Medicine Hat – Brooks driving incident, though inherently 
negative and potentially destructive, brings to the fore positive 
elements. A definite decision was made, and it illustrated a strong 
personal characteristics of Paul Welk.  He is very goal-oriented. Once 
he made a decision to reach a goal or objective, virtually nothing 
would side-track him. For example, when he determined to reach a 
goal (Brooks) at a certain time, regardless of consequence, threat, or 
danger, he did whatever was necessary to reach his goal and 
objective.   
 
Without this qualification, it is virtually impossible to function in 
the Office of the Holy Ministry, where the ultimate goal is not only to 
reach and enter “Heaven,” but to ascertain that many others get 
there also. It is a must to remain focused and not be deterred in the 
least, when surrounded by death and destruction, conflict and grief, 
sickness and pain, disappointment and frustration, which is no easy 
task. This qualification was nurtured all along, as also expressed in 
the statement, “My baby is not going into that nursery.” 
 
Early in years, the father of Paul Welk had a greater influence than 
most realized. Emanuel would daily read his family Bible, his hymn 
book, and even sermons by Luther. The old family Bible was as it 
should be – tattered and torn; its pages were falling out.  
 
Without realizing it at the time, Paul Welk emulated the example of 
his father. When at confirmation Paul received his own New 
Testament, he would daily, without exception read at least one full 
chapter.  Accordingly, he read his New Testament over the years, 
time and time again, until he would know by heart sections of 
Scripture, not by rote memorization, but continuous use. 
 
This Biblical base provided utter security when isolated, almost 
alienated from society, be it by circumstance or malicious intent. If 
conflicting occasions arose, there was no contest. What was defined 
in Holy Scripture was paramount, and not up for debate. Truth is not 
defined by majority rule; it is defined by the Word of the Lord. Thus 
Paul Welk could oppose great numbers at great odds. Or, he could 
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tell Mr. Bill Dickie, “Thank you very much for the attractive offer to 
advance, but my objective in life is to serve my Lord.” 
 
What gradually became increasingly more clear and apparent, 
finally culminated at the public ordination of Paul Welk to the Order 
of the Public Ministry, when an old senior Pastor, gave him this 
prophetic blessing, which set the course and defined his ministry: 
 

Your words were found, and I ate them, 
and your words became to me a joy 

and the delight of my heart ... 
Therefore thus says the Lord: 

 
“If you return, I will restore you, and you shall stand before me. 

If you utter what is precious, and not what is worthless, 
you shall be as my mouth. 

They shall turn to you, but you shall not turn to them. 
And I will make you to this people a fortified wall of bronze; 

they will fight against you, but they shall not prevail over you, 
for I am with you to save you and deliver you. 

Jeremiah 15: 15ff 
                

The ministry of Paul Welk would be like the ministry of Jeremiah and 
John the Baptist. Paul Welk would develop as a preacher, who not 
only called people to repentance; he actually expected results. For 
example: At a contentious church council meeting at Medicine Hat, 
Alberta, Jim complained about Pastor Welk, “He is preaching directly 
at me.” I dared not say it, but I thought, “Thank you. You just gave 
me a compliment. I pray that everyone should feel like you do.” 
 
When Paul Welk left his first profession, the electrical trade, to be 
trained for the Office of the Public Ministry, Paul prayed, “Lord, I am 
enrolling in this school; but let me be in your school.” Sometimes, I 
wished that I never asked for that, for the Lord’s schooling, is not 
something, which our human nature and flesh relishes. But in 
retrospect, the Lord schooled, prepared, and called Paul Welk, since 
infancy, possibly even before he was borne.  
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Chapter 3: 

Prep-School At Edmonton. 
 
1963 to 1964 
Edmonton, Alberta. 
 
In September 1963, I enrolled in the High School, Department of 
Concordia College, Edmonton, Alberta. Concordia was owned and 
operated by the Alberta-British Columbia District of the Lutheran 
Church-Missouri Synod. Concordia’s High School was accredited with 
the Alberta Department of Education. As an adult student, I was not 
required to take regular High School courses. To get my Grade 12, 
Matriculation required a minimum grade of 50 percent and a 
minimum average of 60 percent on the final exams of six required 
courses. I had only one primary activity that school year: Study, 
study, study. In the end I passed: English 30, French 30, German 30, 
Social Studies 30, Chemistry 30, and Physics 30. (Now I was 
committed to the bargain, which I had made with the Lord; He let 
me finished my grade 12 in one year.) 
 
On a lighter note, some students wanted me to undergo 
conventional hazing. They cornered me in a hallway. I reverted to 
the principle, adopted by Emilie, before I was born: “My baby is not 
going into that nursery.” I couched down like a cat, left foot forward, 
left hand way forward, fingers tightly closed yet waving: “Come on. 
Come, Come.” The right hand at the hip, as if drawing a six gun, I 
smiled at them, and looked them in the eye. One of them said, “He 
looks too dangerous.” And they all walked away. 
 
I did make time for extracurricular activities, I took free piano 
lessons. And I enrolled in the Concordia Male Chorus. The 16 of us, 
plus student director, Charlie, during the Easter recess went on a two 
week tour, as far East, as Winnipeg. Our presentation was 1½ hour 
concert program, performed a cappella and without one single sheet 
of music. Of all things, I – a bass, was singing first tenor. Almost 50 
years later, I still remember several numbers, like “O God Our Help In 
Ages Past,” and “Veni Sancte Spiritus, Et Emitte Caelitus.” 
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The first year back at school ranked as one of the worst years in my 
life.  Not only was I burning the candle at both ends. Emotional 
support was virtually non-existing. There were several issues. The 
administration was completely insensitive to the needs of the 
students, and enforced childish rules. For example I and another 
student my age, were compelled to share our study suite (study 
room and bedroom) with two immature grade 10 students.  The late 
Jim Kleebaum and I were the same age, 23 years old. According to 
the dormitory rules, we had to be in bed, with lights out at 10:30 
p.m. as the Grade 10 students. You were not allowed to make a tea 
or coffee in your room.  Jim Kleebaum, as a part time job, played 
piano at a night club; he would obediently go to bed at 10:30 p.m. 
and get up half an hour later, sneak out of the dormitory and earn 
his living playing piano at a night club. I would get back up make hot 
water for tea, on my upside-down iron, read and studied. 
 
Students were not allowed to have cars. Here I was 23 years old, 
had my own car for the last 5 years. And when I brought my 1956 
Pontiac up from Calgary, I had to park it six blocks away from 
campus, keep it a secret, and dare not tell anyone about it. 
 
I am certain that army food was better than what we received. You 
were assigned to a certain table and a certain chair. You had to sit 
only on it, so that attendance could be taken. Breakfast and Chapel 
Devotions was compulsory, if you did not sit on your assigned chair 
at a certain time, you were deemed tardy, and faced retribution. 
Attendance at Church was also compulsory. About once a month you 
were on kitchen duty, and had to wash dishes. 
 
If you had a free hour during school hours, you had to be in the 
study, next to library. Once I was tired, put my arms on the desk and 
fell asleep. The attending Professor, F. Younce, had a sense of 
humor. While I was sleeping, he silently evacuated the study to the 
library. So when I woke up, I was in the room all by myself. Teachers 
were not called teachers, but Professors. And we had to wear for 
them suit and tie.  
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After about a month I considered off campus accommodations. But 
the first place I looked at was such a dump under a stairwell, that I 
abandoned the idea.  
 
To get away from the deplorable conditions, I hitchhiked to Calgary 
virtually every Friday immediately after school and back again on 
Sunday afternoon. (Google: Calgary to Edmonton 298 km, 3 hrs. 38 
min.) My friend Adolf was a sub-contractor for Jager Construction. 
He installed huge pre-fabricated soffits, which was a two-man job. I 
worked for him Saturdays, and stayed at my parents. During my stay 
at Edmonton, I hitchhiked the cumulative distance of once around 
the world. 
 
While hitchhiking I got stranded one night out in the country near 
Red Deer. After that I inquired if the person, who offered me a ride, 
was going directly to Calgary, or Edmonton on the reverse, if not, I 
declined the offer with thanks. One party picked me up and said, 
“Put on the seatbelt. We are going to fly.” We made the trip from 
Edmonton to Calgary in two hours. I didn’t mind, I had done stupid 
things like that myself.  
 
I discovered that people, who pick up hitchhikers, like to talk. On 
the first half of the trip I got them to talk about themselves, then I 
gradually changed the subject, and I turned the situation into 
evangelism. I made more evangelism calls between Edmonton and 
Calgary than anywhere else.  One gentleman took me to Calgary, 
dropped me off at my parents’ place, picked me up again at my 
parents’ place on Sunday afternoon, and took me directly back to 
Concordia College. 
 
To prepare for the ministry I took a night school course on public 
speaking, at the University of Edmonton, which involved two hours 
on City Transit Bus. I remember getting off the bus, and physically 
ran back to Campus, so that I could go to bed, because I was so tired. 
 
At the end of the school year, when it was time to write the final 
exams, I completely changed my policy. We had a week of free time. 
During that time, I did not crack a single book. I did not do any 
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cramming. I did absolutely nothing. I went to my finals completely 
relaxed. (I had done the same thing, when writing the exam for my 
electrical ticket: The hour before that exam I went swimming. Come 
to think of it, that is a fringe benefit of the Christian faith: We do not 
have to fear of being judged.) 
 
My first year at Concordia College was the lean year of my life. 
When I returned to Calgary, for summer break, I had to make 
enough money to pay tuition for the coming year; I did so by staying 
at my parents and working at the electrical trade. I was also catching 
up on all the missed opportunities of outdoor life. I was in the great 
Rocky Mountains almost every weekend (e.g., Taylor Lake, the Death 
of my 1956 Pontiac, and the death of my 1956 Ford.) 
 
The thought of two more years at Concordia College was not very 
appealing. I really did not want to go.  After some soul-searching, I 
realized that I had made a commitment to my Lord, I did not allow 
Concordia College to interfere with that commitment. 
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1964 to 1966 
Edmonton, Alberta. 
 
At the beginning of the new school year at Concordia, a meeting 
was held to elect an editor for the annual year book. I had all kinds of 
advice how to improve things. They said, “Good. You’ll be the 
editor.” Being the editor of the Year Book had perks. I had a private 
little office, where I, in complete privacy, could do all my work and 
all my studies. Since for college students, it was not compulsory to 
have lights out at 10:30 pm., life improved greatly.  
 
But my frustrations with Concordia College were no yet over. In 
Psychology 101 we had a “Professor,” who did not know what he 
was talking about; he bluffed his way through the course by reading 
the text book in class, which I could do on my own.  He talked on 
every subject except psychology. One day I said to myself, I will give 
him twenty minutes, if in twenty minutes he will not get on to the 
subject, I will walk out of this class. [“My baby is not going into that 
nursery.”] I walked out of his class and was called to the Office of the 
Dean of Students. He informed me that if I do not complete a course, 
I will get an “F,” and if I fail a course, I will be expelled from College. I 
told him, “You reprimand me? You threaten me with expulsion? Why 
do you not reprimand your teaching staff, who is making a farce of 
teaching?!” Another contentious issue arose, and I finally walked out 
to the Dean’s office, saying, “You do whatever you like. I will do 
whatever I must.” I resigned my position as editor of the year book. 
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But the following year, I went back to Psychology 101, sat in the back 
of the class, and tried to ignore the “instructor,” working on my own 
projects. I passed the course after all, for it was public knowledge, 
that the only questions on the Psychology 101 examination were the 
multiple choice questions, which were pre-printed at the back of the 
text book. 
 
I also had positive experiences at Concordia, particularly German 
101 and German 102. Dr. Riep called me into his office and said that 
it would be an insult to me to have me sit through his courses. 
Instead he will give me a list of German books, from the library. I 
should read one book per week and write a two page German book 
report, and he will give me an “A” in every course. In my book report 
on the “Tannhäuser” I concluded that this book it is an extended 
commentary on Ezekiel 36: 26, “I will remove from you your heart of 
stone and give you a heart of flesh.” Dr. Riep was impressed and 
suggested, that I immediately apply at Concordia Theological 
Seminary, Springfield, Illinois, because of my age (maturity).  They 
would initially turn me down and suggest that I finish my two years 
of College at Concordia, Edmonton, after which they could accept 
me. This is exactly what happened. Thus my anticipated study of 
nine years in preparation for the Office of the Holy Ministry was 
reduced by two years, to only seven years. The only disadvantage of 
this was a non-issue for me: The seminary could not officially bestow 
on me a Master Degree of Divinity, because I did not have the 
normally required Bachelor of Arts degree. 
 
Dr. Riep showed his respect for students in other ways. He would 
invite his college students into his home annually, and provide for 
them the opportunity for a social gathering of cheese and wine, 
though all, except for me, were minors. Dr. Riep, who was familiar 
with my frustrations, encouraged me to go on, and pointed out that 
my studies at the Seminary will be the highlight of my career. 
 
Of particular interest to me, in my college education was the 
opportunity to study Latin, the language of church history and 
theology, and most importantly, Greek, the original language of the 
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New Testament. Later at the Seminary, I had the opportunity to 
study Hebrew, the language of the Old Testament. 
 
At the conclusion of the second school year at Concordia College, 
Edmonton, I returned temporarily to stay at my parents’ house, and 
work at the electrical trade in Calgary.  I always enjoyed the 
opportunity to work, in whatever capacity. In fact, while attending 
Concordia. Edmonton, I recall having a dream (wishful thinking). In 
the dream, like a burglar, I entered an office complex in Calgary and 
did electrical work at night. 
 
During the second and third year I hitchhiked to Calgary less 
frequently. Work with Adolf was no longer available. I had driven taxi 
in Calgary to supplement my income, now I did the same in 
Edmonton. But to drive taxi you must use two way radios and 
communicate with the dispatcher. To be able to communicate on 
two way radio, you needed a license. To get that license you had to 
be a Canadian. Up to this point in time my citizenship was German.  
 
The matter of citizenship was again an issue at the seminary. As 
referred to in Chapter 1, I was often an outsider. But I had the last 
laugh, saying, “I am but a stranger here. Heaven is my home.” 
 
Edmonton was like a foreign city to me, for I was very much 
secluded at Concordia. I remember my first customer. He jumped 
into the back seat of my taxi cab, and said, “Leland Hotel!” I had no 
idea, where the Leland Hotel was. After he told me, with open road 
map beside me, I drove to the Leland Hotel. It is not rich people who 
take taxis, but poor people who cannot afford cars. But I had fun 
driving taxi; the old British cabby had a standard stick shift on the 
floor. I revved up the engine and shifted, without using the clutch. 
 
My third year of school, the second year college, allowed me to 
focus directly on my studies, and in that respect Concordia College, 
Edmonton, did serve me well.  In retrospect, I now compare those 
days of study, to swimming in deep waters. But there is little 
nostalgia. I did not even participate in the commencement services 
of graduation. I was already engaged in the next act. 
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Summer 1966 
Fort Mac Murray, Alberta, Canada, 
 
I worked as electrician in the pilot project, recovering oil from the 
Athabasca Tar Sands. For two seasons this project provided an 
excellent opportunity to finance all my tuition fees and personal 
expenses. We worked 60 hours per week, had good Union wages, 
and got double time for all hours above 40. We had free room and 
board, good and plenty of food, free daily movies and access to 
billiard halls. About 2,000 men lived, in a village of huge trailers, each 
accommodating about 40 men, two per room. This was the first 
experience, not only in camp life; as a student of theology, I was 
introduced to the fact, that people regard the clergy differently. 
  
An old friend of the family, Kurt Weis, was employed on site, as one 
of the superintendents. He invited me to his home. Several years 
earlier, Kurt invited me to a once in a life time experience – flying a 
glider in the turbulent and exciting Chinook winds of Pincher Creek. I 
worked with Kurt on two previous construction sites. Now Kurt, 
Crista and I would fly to Erna and Egon’s wedding in Calgary, Aug. 5th. 
 

    
 
Preparation for entry into the United States was completed. I had 
already secured a United States Social Insurance Number and 
airplane tickets to Chicago and Springfield, Illinois. Pass ports where 
not required in those days. All I needed was a statement from the 
school/seminary, which I attended. It was the time of the Vietnam 
War, but seminary students were exempt from U.S. military services. 
After a brief stopover in Calgary, I was on the way to the seminary. 
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Chapter 4: 

Seminary Education. 
 

 
 

1966 to 1968 
Springfield, Illinois, U.S.A. 

 
Seminary education is scholastic training in theology, similar in 
format to advanced secular education at universities. This carefully 
structured technical education had four faculties and departments, 
which were allocated approximately in an equal amount of time, 
within three school years of 9 months each. They were  

1. PRACTICAL which included preaching, administration, liturgy, 
and electives in counseling, youth work, teaching and/or 
other.  

2. EXEGETICAL comprising Old and New Testament 
introduction and Biblical interpretation of specific books, like 
Luke, Romans, or electives on minor Old and New Testament 
books, like Micah or 1 Peter. 
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3. SYSTEMATICS, that covered every Christian, particularly 
Lutheran doctrine, in the context of the Lutheran 
Confessions, specifically justification, sanctification God, 
Jesus Christ, and the Holy Spirit, also differentiation  from 
other Christian churches.  

4. HISTORICAL studies on the early Christian church, its 
development throughout the ages, particularly Europe, 
North America, and contemporary developments. 

 
There was no final examination, other than a casual consultation 
and the accumulation of the required credits and points.  
 
One full calendar year of the four year program, is called vicarage, 
during this year (the third), the candidate assumed any and all 
responsibilities which a congregation and its resident Pastor may 
assign to him, be it preaching,  teaching, visitations, and/or 
administration. This practical training experience is under the direct 
supervision of the seminary and a local pastor, possibly anywhere on 
the continent. 
 
Upon completion of the seminary education, the seminary, in 
consultation with the District Presidents of Synod, matched and 
assigned candidates with calling congregations, which requested the 
services of a candidate as their Pastor.   
 
The official ordination of the candidate to the Office of the Holy 
Ministry was a festive occasion in a public worship service, normally 
in the congregation, where the candidate initially assumed the 
responsibilities of Pastor. (My ordination was on July 26th, 1970, at 
First Lutheran Church, Kingsville, Ontario, Canada.) Some candidates 
choose to be ordained in their home congregation of birth.  
 
The public generally fails to make a distinction between Ordination 
and Installation. Ordination precedes Installation and occurs only 
once in a life time. Installation may occur several times, whenever an 
ordained person starts serving in a new congregation or capacity. 
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Immediately upon registration students are immersed in the above 
described seminary program. I was part of a student body of 
approximately 400 students, a faculty of about 25 professors, and 
the required administrative staff. I recall the names of Professor 
Peterson, Surburg, Naumann, Ballas, Scaer, Spiegel, Klug, and Precht. 
 
The initial impression was a surprise. Students came from all over 
North America, and had some very pronounced and distinct ascents. 
But the student body, faculty and staff was exclusively Caucasian, 
not a single individual was negro or of any other race. The oldest 
building was at the most 50 to 70 years. All facilities were relatively 
new and we had a large modern library. 
 
With devotion and dedication, everybody, students, faculty and 
staff whole-heartedly applied themselves to their respective task.  
We had daily devotional services at an adjacent congregation, 
Immanuel Lutheran Church, which students and staff faithfully 
attended.   
 
Many students were married and lived privately off campus. Single 
students lived in two dormitories and ate in a common kitchen. 
Aside from personal, discussion or debate, there was never any strife 
or a contentious issue, with the one exception of a delegation of 
students protesting to President J.A.O. Preuss, over the sauerkraut 
served in the kitchen. Soon afterward, registration at the kitchen for 
prepaid meals became voluntary. 
 
Time passed pleasantly and quickly. At the end of the school year I 
opted to continue with Summer School, and decided to take time off 
during the First (Fall) Quarter of the next school year. I bought a 
small car for $300 (French Simca), and enjoyed my first Mid West hot 
summer, in what is deemed to be the Mississippi River Valley. During 
a recess of two weeks, before Summer School started, I was able to 
secure work to supplement my income, courtesy of I.B.E.W. 
(International Brotherhood of Electrical Workers.) 
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During the Summer Session the dormitory was closed and I rented a 
suite together with three other students, one being the Canadian 
Robert Moreley. I took four three hour courses that summer.  
 
During the four-day Mid Summer Break, a fellow student, Dick 
Gerksval, persuaded me to drive with him to the 1967 World’s Fair in 
Montreal, Quebec. My younger brother Martin lived and worked in 
Montreal at the time, so we visited and stayed with him. We were 
only half an hour out of Springfield, and my Simca stopped. Quick 
troubleshooting revealed that the insulator between the rotor shaft 
and the points had broken off. I cut the head of a two inch common 
nail, and used it as a rivet to re-fasten the insulator. We were off, as 
if we had never stopped. 
 
At the end of the Summer Session, in August I drove across the Mid 
West, visited my sister in Colorado Springs, where her husband Egon 
Klein, was in training to start his military service in the Vietnam War. 
Then I headed North through Wyoming and Montana to Calgary. 
Alberta. On the road, I had to change the fuel pump on the Simca.  
 
In Calgary, again I resided with my parents, and found electrical 
employment with Bert Zell Electric, a former neighbor, who lived two 
houses South of our very first, 1957, residence in Calgary at 215 Child 
Avenue. N.E.  During the next three months I lived in Calgary, as if I 
had never left, and until the end of November I enjoyed outdoor 
activities, especially big game hunting with brother Otto. 
 
For the beginning of the Winter Quarter I had to be back at 
Springfield, Illinois. I drove through Saskatchewan, Dakotas, 
Minnesota and Iowa. This time the alternator in the car failed. 
 
For Christmas break, I drove back home to Calgary. While driving 
through Montana, I crossed the crest of a hill, suddenly on the 
downhill side, going about 100 km/hr. (Montana had no speed limit.) 
the car was shaking like a baby buggy. It was a very frightening 
situation, and did not stop until I stopped. But the middle in no-
man’s land of Montana is not a good place to stop in the middle of 
winter. I kept on driving, and found a co-relation between the 
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shaking of the car and taking the foot off the gas. So I had to keep 
the foot on the gas. It was not until much later that I identified the 
problem; a shackle bolt on the back leaf spring broke and the back 
axle shifted, back and forth, which affected the steering. 
 
After reaching Calgary, I decided not to repair the car. Since I 
purchased the car in the Unites States I could not sell or dispose it in 
Canada, unless it was cleared by Canada Custom. I had to write a 
letter and “abandoned the car to Canada Custom.” They later came 
and toed it away. I had many troubles with that Simca. It would not 
start, unless I removed all spark plugs and cleaned them off first. 
Many times, to get it started, I would manually push it, get it rolling, 
quickly jump in, put it into second or third gear, let out the clutch, it 
would hop like a rabbit and start. 
 
That December I travelled over 6,000 km in three weeks, because I 
knew that next Christmas, in would be somewhere on vicarage, and I 
could not be back home in Calgary. While in Calgary I contacted a 
seminary student in Fort Collins, Colorado, and made arrangements 
for him to pick me up at my sister’s place in Denver, on his drive back 
to Springfield, Illinois. 
 
At the end of the Christmas break I flew from Calgary to Denver, 
and met him as arranged. To my great surprise I met Sharon, with 
whom I was acquainted ever since Walther League days. She was 
also enrolled at Concordia College, Edmonton, for two of the three 
years that I was there.  I sat with her on the plane to Denver. She 
was en route to Concordia Teachers College, Seward, Nebraska.  
 
The drive from Denver to Springfield was nothing to boast about. 
We left Denver mid afternoon, and 950 miles later arrived at 
Springfield about 2:00 a.m. My friend would drive in excess of 80 
miles/hr. into the darkness of night. I got a speeding ticket in the city 
limits of Springfield. 
 
The next few months at the seminary were routine and un-eventful. 
But the end of the Spring Quarter was a long awaited highlight. The 
long awaited goal was within reach.  
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At a special Commencement Service in May graduates from the 
seminary received their first call into specific parish ministries. And 
vicars received their one year assignment. I was assigned to 
Immanuel Lutheran Church, Cleveland, Ohio. I would serve in a bi-
lingual congregation under the Rev. Horst Hoyer. In retrospect, that 
moment in time, irreversible affected the direction and outcome of 
my entire life. 
 
The remaining two weeks of the Spring Quarter evaporated as if 
they did not exist. Everything was moving forward at a tremendous 
pace. In anticipation of the coming summer and vicarage I secured 
transportation by purchasing a 1964 Dodge. It was a former police 
cruiser, and had tremendous power. I would do a lot of driving in it 
in the next 1½ years. 
 
My first stop was Denver, Colorado, visiting my sister Erna. In 
Calgary I worked for Bert Zell. But he was very disappointed that I 
left for Pine Point, an expanding lead and zinc mine just South of the 
Great Slave Lake in the North West Territories. It offered overtime 
with double pay. Initially when I flew up there at the beginning of 
June, the Great Slave Lake was still covered with ice.  When the 
mining company offered to fly us out for a break, I returned with my 
car, for many things were accessible by road. 
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That was an un-forgettable summer. I saw more bears than ever 
before, caught Northern Pike, fished and canoed on the Great Slave 
Lake, saw wild buffalo in Wood Buffalo Park, which had none of the 
trimmings of a Park, but was just wilderness, saw the Hay River Falls 
and Rainbow Falls, crossed the McKenzie River, saw a frozen 80 lbs. 
lake trout, travelled a night on the Great Slave Lake in a 50 foot fish 
packer boat, and watched the endless sunsets of the Great Canadian 
North, where the sun never sets; it hovers, either just above or just 
below the horizon. 
 
I remember standing on the shore line of the Great Slave Lake, at 
Dawson Landing. I think I stood for an hour next to an Indian. Neither 
said a word. But we communicated and were one, as we stood there, 
as if we were part of nature, and had known each other all our lives. 
When I will meet him in heaven, I think he will remember me. 
 
I made arrangements for a one week wilderness experience with a 
commercial fisherman, German Fred Miller. Fred took me along on 
several fishing trips.  He was catching White Fish, which they called 
Smokies, for they were sold and shipped to a Chicago firm, which 
smoked them, for they had a high content of fish oil. Fred told me 
about lake trout fishing on the East end of the lake, in August. We 
made arrangements to meet there. 
 
With a big boat, called a “Fish packer,” I travelled at night from Hay 
River, to a rendezvous fishing camp in the East Islands, which are on 
the perimeter of the Canadian Shield. There the fishermen would, 
with chain saws cut blocks of ice out of the lake during winter, and 
store the ice in sawdust in an Ice House, that they would have ice for 
their fish all summer.  
 
From the Ice House we travelled four hours, 60 miles to Fred’s 
fishing spot. There was an old deserted barge and an 8’ x 8’ cabin. 
Fred set his nets, left me at the cabin. He was scheduled to return 
several days later to check his nets and pick me up again.  I was alone 
on an island in the Great Canadian North, near the Arctic Circle, an 
experience, which I will never forget. The biggest fish I caught was 
about 24 inches long. Fred cooked the whole fish, and we ate the 
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whole thing. But the biggest one got away; I had it on my line, it lay 
right across my net, but I could not get its head into the net. It 
flipped and flopped, broke the tip of my fishing rod, got off the hook 
and away. For the longest time I kept that broken fishing rod, as 
evidence of the big one, which go away. 
 
But the summer was relatively cold that year. There were relatively 
few flies. The trout did not surface to feed on flies. Fred did not catch 
enough fish, to continue fishing. So he pulled up his nets, took me 
back to the Ice House and looked for better places to fish. 
 
I waited for the Fish Packer, and returned to the town of Hay River. 
At Hay River I picked up my parked 1964 Doge and drove South to 
Calgary. Along the highway I took a series of pictures, for I saw, what 
the future generations may never see again. It was not something 
pretty but worth noting. I saw yellow fields of barley and oats, ready 
to be harvested. I saw sections of virgin forest/bush. I saw sections of 
forest/bush devastated by earth-moving equipment. I saw on the 
cleared land huge piles of scrambled forest/bush, ready to be 
burned. Then I realized that I am driving through the last regions of 
Canada, where homesteading is still in progress. 
 
I carried on, as if on a pilgrimage. I arrived at Calgary, and without 
delay, I left Calgary. I drove across Canada: Saskatchewan, Manitoba, 
Ontario, till I arrived at Montreal, Quebec, where I briefly visited my 
brother Martin. From Montreal it was on to Toronto, but no time to 
stop in Toronto. In Hamilton I stopped for an hour early in the 
afternoon, to see my long lost Uncle Otto, Aunt Emma, Inge, and 
young Otto. I drove on, through Buffalo, N.Y., no time to stop and 
see the Niagara Falls. An hour before sunset I arrived in Cleveland, 
Ohio. As a typical taxi driver, I looked for the beginning of Scranton 
Road, on the Flats, the center of the old Cleveland industry, where 
the Scranton River caught fire. I followed Scranton Road to 2928, 
Immanuel Lutheran Church, and met Brother Rev. Horst Hoyer. 
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Chapter 5:    

Vicarage and Graduation. 
 

1968 to 1969 
Vicarage, Immanuel Lutheran Church, Cleveland, Ohio 

 

 
 
Pastor Hoyer anticipated my coming and was prepared. I may have 
spent one or two days in their home. They had a family of six. Horst 
and Marilyn had no children of their own, but they adopted two girls 
and two boys. The girls were teenagers at the time. The boys were 
pre-teens.  
 
Pastor Hoyer made arrangements that I could temporary stay with 
an older lady, a widow, until I could find a place of my own.  I stayed 
with Mrs. Stehlau (spl.?) possibly for about two weeks. Then I found 
the perfect apartment on Denison. It was a relatively new building, 
which had four spacious one room bachelor suites, with direct access 
to the freeway. It was only about five minutes away from Immanuel.  
 
Being settled, Pastor Hoyer gradually introduced me to the 
congregation. I did a little work in the office with Mrs. Scheutzow the 
church secretary; Rudi was the janitor. The church office was part of 
the parsonage, and immediately next to the church.  Pastor Hoyer 
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lived and served at Immanuel since 1957. He was only the third 
pastor in the entire 100 year life of the congregation. 
 
The church building was and still is a landmark in the City of 
Cleveland. It was well maintained. It served greater Cleveland. Some 
people commuted almost one hour to church. But it also served the 
immediate community. 
 
I attended all meetings with Pastor Hoyer. He actually did more 
than that. He pointed out to me that he attends all meetings, not 
necessarily to control everything, but to make himself available, even 
if it was nothing more than opening the door and saying “HI.” to let 
them know that he is there.  This is one of the most important 
lessons, which I learned from him. Sad to say, I observed that many 
pastors, failed to adopt the same policy: Be there, be ready and 
available to serve!  
 
Specifically my responsibility was in the singular – participate, not 
necessarily preach, but be there, both in the German and the English 
service. I was given a list of shut-ins, and institutionalized people, 
whom I should visit monthly. I would visit people, who were 
hospitalized about once a week, or as circumstances suggested. On 
my own, I set myself the goal and objective to get into the house of 
every member of the congregational list, during my one year stay.  
 
Regular activities involved meeting, planning with and supporting 
the youth of post conformation age. We had an active energetic 
group of six to eight.  Little did I know that Karla Makita would later 
play the organ at my wedding. 
 
One of the early events in my vicarage was the annual sauerkraut 
dinner in the fellowship hall, it served approximately 200 people. 
This dinner was another excellent learning opportunity for me. It 
taught me one of the most important things every pastor should do.  
Pastor Hoyer would make it a point to stop and chat at every table, 
and give every person the opportunity to establish eye contact with 
him, or talk to him; if he/she would so chose.  
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Pastor Hoyer would also go into the kitchen and laugh with the 
cooks and the dishwashers. Alas, many pastors have never learned 
that lesson. I recall one to be pitted individual, when his 
congregation put on a welcome potluck dinner, specifically for him, 
he served himself, then he and his wife sat at a secluded table by 
themselves, stuffed their faces, and did not mingle with the very 
people, who put on this dinner specifically for them. 
 
When Pastor Hoyer learned that I had some experience playing the 
trumpet. He made more than the request that I play in the brass 
church band “Posaunenchor.” I could hardly refuse, considering that 
he was the director. Again, little did I know that two members of 
that “Posaunenchor” would play the bridal march at my wedding. 
 
With this mentality at work, I need not point out what my role was 
in relationship to the German and English choirs. Thus the most 
important thing Pastor Hoyer taught me for my ministry is get 
involved in the lives of your people. 
 
Pastor Hoyer loved to preach, and he would not give up his pulpit 
very easily or readily. It was not until the end of November that he 
asked me to deliver my first sermon in English and in German. I was 
scheduled to preach on the American Thanksgiving Day, the last 
Thursday in November. Being unfamiliar with American customs I 
researched the matter and to my surprise I learned that 
“Thanksgiving Day” is not merely thanksgiving but “DAY OF 
REPENTANCE AND THANKSGIVING.” So, true to form, my sermon 
emphasized repentance. It seems to me many Americans and 
Canadians would be well advises to engage in repentance, so that 
they can truly give thanks in all circumstances. 
 
From there on I was called upon to preach more frequently, for in 
addition to the German and English Sunday services, we had German 
and English Advent and Lenten Evening services.  Advent, being a 
season of preparing for the King of kings, and Lord of lords, suggests 
that we clean up our act.  Again as in Lent, I had the opportunity to 
preach the Gospel of Jesus: Repentance and forgiveness. 
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Where there is no repentance there is no forgiveness. 
Where there is no forgiveness, there is death.  

Where there is repentance, there is forgiveness. 
Where there is forgiveness, there is life. 

 
 

 
 
Before I realized it was Christmas. Never in my whole life did I 
receive as many Christmas cards as in Cleveland. But at that time I 
also established a very bad habit: Soon I looked inside each card to 
see if there is money in it, for the good people of Immanuel spoiled 
me. They more than doubled my wages in December; they did the 
same later on in August. Certainly I appreciated the gifts, but the 
most rewarding part of it all was, I received the clear message that 
my service was appreciated and effective. 
 
Here I am already past Christmas, and I have not yet mentioned 
Tillie. Pastor Hoyer had delegated to me his responsibility as advisor 
to the Guys and Gals, young adults in their twenties, which 
comprised Greater Cleveland and had at least one monthly activity, 
visiting a worship service anywhere in the city, and going for dinner 
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afterward. My first contact with Tillie was at a Square Dance, where 
you are allowed to keep a safe distance. 
 
We got closer acquainted during an Ice Capades performance. Soon 
Tillie would show off her strength: Talking on the phone. She called 
me every morning, and she actually got me talking also. 
 
Shortly after Christmas, possibly between Christmas and New 
Years, Tillie and I drove all the way to Montreal to meet my brother 
Martin and his wife Wendy. On February 14th, Valentine’s Day, I 
presented to Tillie a diamond ring, which she never returned to me. 
At this time we had not set a wedding day, but everybody in the 
congregation knew that it would be at Immanuel Lutheran Church, 
Cleveland, Ohio. 
 
While in Cleveland, as a budding clergyman, I bought my one and 
only $50.00 set of golf clubs. The City of Cleveland had at least one 
36 hole golf course; members of the clergy had the privilege of 
playing free. I normally took one day a week off and played golf. On 
one Saturday morning I went golfing with Roger, early in the 
morning. Our golf balls were the first ones to make tracks on dew of 
the greens. I also, played the German card game, Skat, with two of 
the Council members, and was invited to their potato pancake picnic. 
There was the congregational picnic and other acitivities. The last 
acitivity before the great event of our wedding was one week of 
Vacation Bible School, and the Youth Group put on a congregational 
Bridal Shower for us, as did Tillie’s sister Rose Scheske. We still have 
a huge wool blanket which Mrs. Walter Scheutzow crotched. People 
knew that we would yet be at the Seminary for another year, so we 
received mostly paper gifts, which were easy to carry.  
 
The date for our wedding was set for August 16, 1969, after which I 
had no more responsibilities as Vicar. For the big event, my brother 
Martin was the photographer, Sig Herling the best man, Rose 
Scheske the matron of honor, Horst Hoyer of course the Pastor. 
Immediately after the service, a public congregational reception was 
held at the fellowship hall. Then it was off to the photographer in 
Akron, also a member of the congregation. At the dinner and dance 
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a member of the congregation played the accordion for immediate 
family and friends. To my family, the Welks’, I suggested that they 
not travel from far away Calgary; we would come to see them on our 
honeymoon. 
 
 

 
 
For a denouement Pastor Hoyer, when he saw us in church, next 
Sunday morning, insisted that I assist him in distribution of Holy 
Communion.  That Sunday we packed Tillie’s 1969 Camaro (I had sold 
my 1964 Dodge) and we headed out of town. We spent our second 
night at Chippewa Lake, the Hoyers’ Cottage, one hour south of 
Cleveland. 
 
The next day we arrived at Springfield, quickly rented a small 
apartment, un-loaded what little we had crammed into the Camaro, 
a few books, pots, pans, locked it all up, and kept going. 
 
We headed for Denver, Calgary, Banff, Jasper, Yellowstone Park, 
We celebrated with all my family. We camped under the open 
Montana sky, had the luxury of each other, and a tent. We bathed in 
hot pools. The only hotel on our honeymoon was Num-Ti-Jah Lodge 
on Bow Lake, Banff. We travelled about 2,000 miles, took countless 
pictures, even hurried up and drove away from a Black Bear, who 
was rummaging around in our trunk, looking for easy pickings. 
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Then, like horses, we headed back to the barn – we had a major job 
cleaning our “new” apartment, it really needed cleaning. But we 
stayed there only for the first month’s rent. Springfield must be the 
greatest railroad hub of the United States. There are more railroad 
tracks in Springfield, that any other town or city I have ever seen. We 
must have had a train within 30 feet of our bedroom every 30 
minutes, blowing its whistle at full throttle.  
 
Our next place was really nice. An upstairs, downstairs house was 
converted into two suites. We had the kitchen, dining and living area 
downstairs, no separate bedroom, which was fine, for there was only 
Tillie and I. But Tillie did not appreciate the mice in the kitchen, much 
less the one in the pots and pans of the oven. 
 
I carried on with seminary studies as if nothing had changed, and 
Tillie got a job, guess what: Talking on the telephone. 
 
For Christmas, we made arrangements to meet Martin and Wendy 
at Thunder Bay, Ontario. Then the four of us drove in the Camaro, 
via Minnesota, Dakota, Saskatchewan to a big family re-union in 
Calgary. I knew that after this Christmas, I would no longer be able to 
travel at Christmas time.  
 
Now my graduation was only months away.  
 
During Easter break, the only time in my life, I was in the hospital. 
The urologist had prescribed a medicine, which would hopefully 
clear up a prostate infection. He said that if it is not cleared up, some 
men have it all their lives. This medication was strong and had to be 
administered under supervision, therefore, hospitalization.  
 
Commencement service for call service and graduation were set for 
May. I received the call to First Lutheran Church, Kingsville, Ontario, 
Canada. And at the outdoor graduation service the late Dr. Oswald 
Hoffmann was the keynote speaker. Immediately after these services 
all connections with the seminary were terminated. After graduation 
every pastor is completely on his own. 
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We were expecting our first child in about the third week of June, so 
we did not plan on doing any travelling until July. During this time of 
waiting, I again secured employment as electrician, thanks to the 
International Brotherhood of Electrical Workers. 
 
On June 20, I took Tillie to the Springfield Hospital, and the next 
morning, Monday after Father’s Day, 1970, our first son Peter Welk 
was borne. We named him after the Apostle Peter. (We anticipated 
Apostle Paul; he was borne on Canadian Thanksgiving Day, 1970.) 
When Peter came home, I asked myself, what prevents me from 
baptizing Peter: Holy Scripture? No! The Word of the Lord? No! Since 
to the contrary, the Lord commands Baptism, we had a devotional 
service in our home, and I baptized Peter Martin Welk into the name 
of the Father and of the Son, and of the Holy Spirit, on June 28, 1970. 
 
We made arrangements with our First congregation in Kingsville. 
One of their members, Gerry Lange, volunteered to come from 
Kingsville, and help us with moving.  He then drove a rented U-Haul 
truck to Kingsville, Ontario, Canada. Tillie, Peter and I drove in the 
Camaro. It was a very hot humid typical Mid West Summer day, with 
all that good stuff coming up from the Gulf of Mexico.  
 
We entered Canada at the Windsor Detroit Peace Bridge, July 11, 
1969, the day before Tillie’s birthday. Kingsville is a 45 minute drive 
from that boarder. The next few days we were guests in the house of 
Gerry and Liz Lange, who had a large cottage on the North shore of 
Lake Erie. 
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Anecdotes From Vicarage: 
 
The youth group at Immanuel was a lively and funny bunch. Ingrid 
was telling about time she went fishing. As she put the worm on her 
fishing hook, she pricked her finger, which at times can really hurt. 
She reacted to the pain in her finger instantly, and put her finger into 
her mouth. “Ahhh! Why did I do that?” 
 
Serious business: Pastor Hoyer and I attended a trustee meeting. 
The meeting was dominated by one member, who controlled the 
meeting, and showed himself extremely disrespectful toward Pastor 
Hoyer. This just went on and on. Not that Pastor Hoyer was ever 
helpless, or at a loss of words. Finally, as a vicar, not knowing how to 
assert myself, I suddenly and forcefully slammed my fist on to the 
very flimsy stackable table that everything shook and rattled. 
Flabbergasted, everyone looked at me. Having their attendance, I 
laid into that trustee and gave him an un-apologetic lecture on the 
Fourth Commandment. 
 
Pastor Hoyer on several occasions mentioned that voter assembles 
were invented by the devil, for he is always there. I should have 
heeded this warning more carefully. 
 
I practiced and played the big pipe organ, after meetings, when 
everyone had gone home. For a finale, I pulled all the stops, and at 
full throttle, I played the only hymn I knew in the empty echoing 
church. It must have been strange for passers-by to hear loud pipe 
music coming out of a completely dark church at mid night.  
 
Pastor Hoyer and I were in the boiler room under the church once. 
As an electrician I noticed that some of the wiring in the 100 year old 
church was not up to standard. It was scary. I put the foot into my 
mouth by saying, “I would condemn this place.” But Pastor was really 
impressed, when I installed a low voltage relay control in the 
sacristy, that he could activate the ringing of the church bells in the 
tower at the other end of the building. 
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Chapter  6: 
First Lutheran, Kingsville, Ontario. 

 
 

 
 
1970 to 1974 
Kingsville, Ontario, Canada 
 
The people of the congregation in Kingsville received us as one of 
the own, with open hearts and an empty parsonage. Their retiring 
Pastor Walter Wentzlaff, his wife and family had served the 
congregation for decades and lived in the parsonage next door. The 
oak floor had just been re-sanded and the walls were freshly 
painted. It was good that there was a kitchen nook, for we had 
neither table nor chair. 
 
My ordination and installation date was set for July 26, so the next 
two weeks allowed us to settle in, and buy some furniture.  We 
bought a washer and a dryer at Mike Binder’s, who was a member of 
the congregation. We bought a bedroom set, a dining room set, 
living room couch and seat at Crawford Post’s, a good Pentecostal 
(He was always friendly after that.) I got a haircut at Oscar’s, a 
member of the congregation, it seemed that a couple years down 
the road, he would have liked to cut off more than my hair. The 
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Ladies Aid, bought us a welcome present; they provided custom-
made living room, dining room, and bedroom curtains, according to 
the specifications of Theresa Mayer. (They probably cost more than 
$2,000) All we had to do was choose the color. 
 

 
Ordination P.R. Picture of Paul Welk 

 
The Ordination and Installation was a hot affaire. It was end of July, 
the church was a wood frame structure of the late 1940’s, with 
hardly any insulation in it. The service was scheduled for the evening 
so that pastors and guests from neighboring congregations could 
participate. Even Pastor Hoyer from Cleveland was there. The 
building was packed beyond capacity. It must have been at least a 
100 degrees Fahrenheit, even before the service started. Then it was 
time for Wentzlaff’s revenge, with tongue and cheek, he could finally 
get even, and give me this back-handed blessing from Jeremiah 15: 
15 ff, which is the only one that I remember; it stuck and just does 
not go away: 
 

“And I will make you to this people a fortified wall of bronze; 
they will fight against you, but they shall not prevail over you, 
for I am with you to save you and deliver you. 
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This prophecy was fulfilled more than once in my ministry. And to 
this day I cling to it in faith, waiting for the Lord to keep his promise. 
 
One of the first items in my ministry was to visit my congregation. 
The first one to visit was the former Pastor Wentzlaff, who retired. 
He lived in town, in a cottage (house) on the North shore of Lake 
Erie. Mrs. Wentzlaff continued as organist for a couple of years, 
when they moved to Windsor. The only item I remember from that 
visit, is another one of Wentzlaff’s dictums, which, like his blessing, I 
cannot forget: “I had a lot of fights in this congregation, but I hung in 
there, and with some satisfaction I can say, I buried most of my 
enemies.” I didn’t ask him, which ones’ are left, and I did not plan on 
doing the same. 
 
After years of study and preparation I finally could go to work. But 
no matter where I went, I always ran into these guys, who never 
cracked a book, and never studied anything, but they always knew 
more than I did, at least they thought so. If that was not bad enough, 
they always thought that the congregation should do what they 
suggested, and at times they just could not see why I should be so 
arrogant to oppose them. We won’t dwell on that. I had work to do. 
 
First on the agenda was office work. I was looking at church records. 
They were hard to find. This gave me additional reasons to go into 
every house and home and ask questions, which unfortunately some 
people found embarrassing. I would ask questions like: When were 
you born? Where were you born? When were you married? How 
many children do you have? How old are they? Are your children 
baptized? Are your children confirmed? Where do your children go 
to church? How about grandchildren? But I never asked the 
question: How much money do you make? Or could I have a beer, 
please? 
 
In many cases, I did not have to go the people. The people invited 
us. I still think Philip Kah made the best steak. And I still remember 
Joe Miller saying, “If you need something, call 733-4646.” And Tillie 
put the advice that she received from Prof Eggold to work: “Never 
turn away a bag of tomatoes or cucumbers, even if someone else 
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already gave you 20 lbs. half an hour ago.” Then there was old Mr. 
Binder cutting the grass around the parsonage, while this young 
pastor, still is his late twenties, was about to go for a bike ride down 
to the lake. 
 
Doing office work involved looking for a constitution or guiding 
principles of the congregation. They were also very hard to find. We 
organized a constitutional committee, which kept us busy for the 
next couple of years, and which at times raised some lively 
discussions even public political maneuvering and whispering behind 
the scenes. 
 
All of the above was good and fine. The issue that matters, where 
the rubber hits the road is the question, how does everyone relate to 
the Lord? Do they worship Him faithfully? Or do they refuse to bend 
their knee before Him? And is the worship service offering them the 
Bread of Life, solid meat, or candy, and a comfortable pew? 
 
At this time the German attendance in church was still greater than 
the English. Most of the pews were filled in early service, and about 
half were filled for the second. Sunday School was so so, but adult 
Bible study, aside from Ladies Aid, and L.W.M.L. was virtually non-
existing. 
 
If I thought that I received at lot of Christmas cards in Cleveland. 
That was nothing. We counted them, and I still remember the 
incredible number. At our first Christmas in Kingsville, we received 
128 Christmas Cards. This Christmas, 40 years later, we received 
about 25 Christmas cards and 3 (10%) are from people in Kingsville. 
Some may refer to Christmas cards as Humbug.  I consider them as a 
bouquet of flowers, I don’t look at them with a magnifying glass, I 
take them as they are. I always considered Christmas cards, as a valid 
indicator of a pastor’s effectiveness – how do the people respond? 
 
But we, I was just getting started. In addition to the work in the 
congregation, was community involvement. I was teaching the 
“Good News For Modern Man: The Gospel Of John.” at the Kingsville 
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Elementary School, because when the principal asked the local 
ministerium to do this, nobody responded.  
 
I secured the financial support for a weekly 15 minute German 
Radio Program ($80.00 per 15 minutes). For the next year and a half 
I selected the music; personally bought the records and hymns, 
which I ordered from Germany. With a stop watch I selected 
Scripture readings, wrote devotional and evangelistic messages, and 
pre-recorded four programs if we went on summer vacation. In the 
end, I discontinued it, not because financial support was lacking, but 
I had too much on my plate. 
 
During Advent and Lent, in any one week, I effectively prepared five 
sermons, two in English, three in German. The congregation hired a 
secretary (one of the members), who prepared the bulletins, the 
monthly messenger, did other typing in the office, and typed out my 
English sermons, which I dictated on to my tape recorder. 
 
So far nothing of family is mentioned, because the congregation 
was my family.  I remember making an “evangelism call” on a weak 
member. As far as Tillie was concerned, I had gone for a summer 
evening bike ride.  I casually stopped at this member’s house, just to 
say, “Hi.” It was such rare experience for him (a pastor visited him?!) 
that invited me, like the tax collector invited Jesus, and spread out a 
table before me. His wife served cheese and sausage, vegetable 
sticks and brandy wine. I stayed and responded as long as he kept 
talking. We talked and talked well into the night, we talked the 
whole night through, until all the Brandy and cheese were gone. 
When I returned home on the bike, I did not have to worry about the 
dark, for the sun was just coming up.  Later his son, who at the time 
was in confirmation class, with a carbide drill bit, drilled a hole into 
the bottom of that 1½ liter wine bottle, as I requested. I put an 
extension cord through the hole and made a light out of it; I covered 
it with wire mesh, plaster of Paris, and gem stones, which the 
children, Tillie and I had picked at Point Pelee. This lamp is in our 
family room, and still works today. 
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For the first outing of our youth group, we went camping.  Baby 
Peter, 3 months old went camping with us at Point Pelee. We still 
had our tent from our honeymoon. I cut the legs off Peter’s crib, put 
it into the back seat of the Camaro, and into the middle of the tent. 
Peter was the youngest member of the Youth Group. 
 
For our first vacation Tillie was expecting Paul Gerhard, so she 
could not travel. Tillie flew to Calgary. I accepted Gerry Lange’s offer, 
and with his red station wagon, drove to Calgary. On the return trip I 
brought with me my mother and father. We drove from Calgary to 
Denver, visited Erna and Egon, went gold panning in the Denver 
Rockies, and drove from Denver back to Kingsville, Tillie came later 
by airplane. Soon after I returned the station wagon to Gerry, he told 
me that shortly thereafter he had to replace a front wheel bearing, 
for it seized up. 
 
When Paul Gerhard was born on Thanksgiving Day 1971, Grandma 
and Grandpa Welk could babysit Peter, while dad, carried on with his 
tasks. After we showed off our second son to his other grandparents 
on a road trip to Cleveland, Ohio, we realized that the 1969 Camaro 
was too small. I traded it in at the local Chevy dealer, and bought a 
1972 yellow Monte Carlo.  
 

 
Grandma, Paul, Peter, and Grandpa Welk, at the Parsonage 

 
At this time everything was running in high gear, Advent, Christmas, 
German, English, radio programs, teaching in school, annual reports, 
hospital visits, and more. I realized that I was burning the candle at 
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both ends. I had to cut, and do some relaxing. I cut community 
projects: The German radio program, and teaching at the Elementary 
School. For relaxing we picked our best option. Resorts were out of 
the question. Cleveland was out of the question, Martin was out of 
the question; earlier that winter I had driven up to Ottawa, for 
Martin and Wendy were having problems.  
 
We arranged to spend a week with Erna and Egon in Denver. It was 
intended as a skiing trip. While driving through Missouri or Kansas 
well past midnight, we stopped at a motel. But I usually do my 
thinking while driving – no radio diversion, just let the mind wander.  
I was so wound up, I could not sleep, after about 1½ hours of 
restlessness. I got up, told Tillie, “Get ready. We are leaving.” I took a 
hot shower, started to drive until we got to Denver at about 2:00 
p.m. 
 
Nobody wanted to go skiing. So I went by myself. It was a fantastic 
day, a bit of heaven, above the tree line, miles of snow covered 
meadows, a bright sunny day, and countless ski lifts. You could ski all 
day and never use the same lift twice. On my initial lift up, I asked 
the person sharing my seat, “Where are you from?” He said, 
“Chatham, Ontario.” I almost fell off my seat; Chatham is 50 km East 
of Kingsville. I never saw him again. I am not sure if I went skiing a 
second day. One single day gave me many fine memories. 
 
It was a marathon run back to Kingsville. We were driving on the 
freeway through Michigan. Again, it was past midnight. We said, “In 
two hours we are going to be home.” Suddenly traffic slowed down.  
Soon it was stop/start/stop.  Then it was halt. Then we saw snow 
flurries. Eventually you fell asleep but woke again, because the guy 
behind you honked his horn, for there was a 100 meter gap between 
you and the car in front of you. We spent the whole night on the 
road. Next morning, we were looking for turn offs, grocery stores, 
towns, coffee shops. Finally we found something promising among 
six foot snow drifts. We ordered warm milk. “WE DON’T HAVE 
WARM MILK ON OUR MENU.”  Paul Gerhard was an infant, and we 
had used up all our supplies. Finally we made progress. Again, like 
Denver, we arrived at our destination – home early in the afternoon. 



58 
 
As usual, before going home, I would check the mail at the Post 
Office first. 
 
I slowed down with extra-congregational activities but essentially I 
continued to press forward. Soon a revised constitution was about to 
be finalized, but this created conflict. For certain individuals wanted 
to introduce changes, which were more modern and in line with 
sociological trends, but contradicted Biblical principles, such as the 
order creation. To their way of thinking a new constitution, must 
introduce woman’s suffrage.   
 
Another contentious issue was church fellowship. Like Demetrius in 
Ephesus, the argument was, “This sect is going to hurt our business, 
and our standing in the community, our livelihood and our 
reputation.” Being in the world, but not of world was too technical a 
subject to be debated. We just want to do certain things our way, 
“OK?” “No, this baby is not going into that nursery!” 
 
Council meetings were often very contentious and long. At one 
particular stressful meeting the chairman said, “Pastor, please 
conclude with prayer (commonly the Lord’s Prayer).” After a deep 
breath, I prayed, “THY WILL BE DONE. AMEN.” 
 
As already mentioned the church was built in meager Post World 
War II years. The basement had a perennial water problem; the 
ceiling was less than seven feet high. In the office, and in books were 
“silverfish.” Like in Nehemiah’s day, people lived in paneled houses, 
but the house of the Lord was something else. (It looks cute on the 
picture.) One of the outspoken leaders in the congregation kept on 
repeating, “You can worship in a barn.” The congregation already 
had plenty and good land. Land was not an issue. The proper use of 
that land was.  I drew up a proposal in the format of a blueprint, took 
it to Steve, a public contractor and member of the congregation. 
Steve said, “With that plan, I can build this church for $120,000 (The 
property value of 2/3 houses.)” A building committee was already in 
place, it recommended that the congregation build a new church.) 
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A Voters’ Assembly was scheduled to vote on three issues: A. The 
constitution, specifically woman’s suffrage; B. Fellowship policy, and 
C. To build or not to build. The atmosphere was electric.  On every 
one of the three issues the majority voted against what Pastor Welk 
recommended. Before the meeting was adjourned, I asked for the 
floor and said, “In consideration of the outcome of this meeting, it is 
clear that my leadership in this congregation is not only questioned 
and challenged; it is rejected. Therefore, I respectfully request that I 
be released from my responsibilities and duties as Pastor of First 
Lutheran Church.” Somebody made a motion to that effect, 
somebody else seconded the motion; there was neither discussion 
nor debate; it passed; it was over, before many realized what 
happened. My assessment of the situation was verified. People, who 
were in church that morning, like Tillie, had no idea what happened. 
 
The next morning, early, I called President Stanfel, of the Ontario 
District and informed him of the status quo. Stanfel informed me, 
that this evening he is to chair a call meeting at St. John’s Lutheran 
Church, Clifford; he will present my name as an eligible pastor, but 
he will not tell St John’s of the circumstances at Kingsville.  
 
Early the following morning President Stanfel called me, and 
informed me that I have the unanimous call to St. John’s, Clifford. As 
Gerry Lange did in Springfield, two men, Walter Demerling and Mr. 
Kohler, total strangers, but brothers in Christ, came from Clifford, 
loaded our belongings on a truck (There was much more this time). 
They drove the truck to Clifford. Before the month was over, we 
were gone. I did not do like Pastor Wentzlaff did; I did not stay and 
to bury my enemies; and my baby did not go it that nursery. 
 

 
                                Peter                 Paul                John   
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Interior of First Lutheran Now 
 
Overlooked Details Worthy of Note: 
 
1. We still have many friends and fond memories from Kingsville. 

For example: A. Decades later, the Mayers, the Gerstheimers, 
the Fittlers visited us on the West Coast. B. In the 1990’s about 
25 t0 30 people received us with a Kentucky Fried Chicken Social 
in the basement of the new church. C. In 2007-8, we enjoyed a 
three day visit in Kingsville with old friends. D. No animosity. 

2. I want to acknowledge with thanks all the seniors, who were 
babysitting and served as grandparents to our children. 

3. I point out that even this Christmas Tillie made, what in our 
household will always be called “Oma Sebele Cookies.”  

4. On Christmas Eve, 1973, our son John was born at Leamington 
Hospital, together with Mike and Mary Binders’ youngest. 

6. I failed to mention that when we goof, stumble and fall, the 
Lord catches us, picks us up, and makes us stand on our feet. 

7. I should point out that we still have a baseball hat, which Joe 
Miller bought for members of the church baseball team. But my 
boys refuse to wear it. They say that “L” stands for “Looser.” I 
said, “It does not.” Yet my boys don’t believe me. There is the 
question of leadership again. 
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Anecdotes From Kingsville: 
 
At a Thanksgiving dinner, the basement was packed. Basement 
windows were below ground level, and had a three foot deep 
window well. During the dinner, I was outside and noticed a skunk 
trapped in a window well, while people were eating just inside the 
window. Quickly I went to the garage, found a shovel and a long 
drain pipe. I put the pipe into the window well. The skunk wanted to 
get out, and thought the pipe would be a good place to hide in. Then 
I put the shovel underneath the pipe. With shovel in my left hand, 
the pipe in right hand, I carefully lifted the skunk out the window 
well, carried it far away. We were both glad to part company. 
 
30 Pieces of Silver. Lenten evening attendance was not as good as I 
had hoped. One Wednesday I called every household and pointed 
out that at this Wednesday evening, we are going to have something 
special. If at all possible, they should make it a point to attend. I 
preached on Judas betraying Jesus for 30 pieces of silver. When 
Judas realized that his love of money gave him no satisfaction but 
grief, sorrow and pain, he took the 30 pieces of silver and threw 
them into the temple. While saying this, I took a cloth bag of 30 
silver quarters, and threw it from the pulpit onto the hardwood floor 
of the church. The bag burst instantly, with an awful noise, coins 
splattering all over the church. I must have had an angel, with a 
sense of humor, assisting me that that night. After all the coins came 
to rest, one solitary coin just kept on rolling and rolling, until finally, 
for its finale, plunked down into a sheet metal heating duct. When I 
get to heaven, I want to meet that angel. 
 
We had an Easter Sunrise service, early before breakfast. Again the 
attendance was not that great, and the singing was if just plain 
pitiful, at least so I thought. After the first stanza, I did what pastors 
sometime do. I said, “It is Easter Morning, the day of the 
Resurrection from the dead. Let us start this hymn again and let us 
sing it, as if Christ appeared to us on the way to church.” One of the 
prominent members of the congregation, who always sat, 
immediately after the first pew, in front of the lectern, closed his 
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book, and swung as if he was about to throw it me in anger. But he 
restrained himself and didn’t throw the hymnal at me. 
 
When we lived at the parsonage, I bought a thermometer and 
fastened it outside our bedroom window. Immediately outside the 
bedroom window was the driveway.  Many years later we visited in 
Kingsville. With our big van we drove out of the driveway. I saw that 
“my” thermometer was still there. I stopped the van, reached out 
the window and removed the thermometer from the window frame. 
Tillie still laughs about it, she pictures, the new Pastor looking out his 
bedroom window to check the temperature, and it was not there. 
Somebody stole “his” thermometer. I checked, 35 years later, we still 
have that same thermometer in our open garage. Today, January 10, 
2012, it is 40 degrees Fahrenheit, 5 degrees Celsius, 10 am. 
 
 
 

 
   

                     Paul                          John                              Peter 
Outside our temporary home at Lauderbach 
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Chapter  7: 

St. John’s Lutheran Church,  
Clifford, Ontario. 

 
1974 to 1975 
Clifford, Ontario, Canada 
 

 
 

For me Clifford was a paradox of extreme physical activities yet 
complete spiritual peace. Not a single one of the previous 
contentious issues arose, which seemed to suggest that the problem 
was not I, for it was the same me, and I did everything in Clifford, 
what I wanted to do in Kingsville. 
 
Clifford was exclusively a farming community. Even the town’s 
people were primarily retired famers. The population of Clifford was 
maybe 500. The regular church attendance was close to two 
hundred. Whereas in Kingsville a group had established itself in 
position of leadership, which politically tried to control the official 
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position of the congregation, the general attitude in Clifford 
expressed devotion, reverence, and the exact opposite. 
 
Two examples illustrate this point. When I expressed concern 
because the worship service was well over one hour long, I was 
quickly told with a smile, “We don’t mind, if the service is 1½ hours.” 
At the door, after a worship service, old Mr. Dettman, an established 
leader and representative of the community, well in his 80’s, told 
this new young pastor:  
 

“This is how I feel about you: [Then he quoted by memory 
Hebrews 13: 17] ‘Obey them that have the rule over you, and 
submit yourselves: for they watch for your souls, … that they 
may do it with joy, and not with grief.’” 
  

In response, I could only lower and shake my head. That was 
precisely the reason why I had left Kingsville. The opposition, which I 
encountered there, destroyed my joy of ministry; I had already 
considered packing my bags, and going back to Calgary. Instead, the 
Lord relocated me into a community, which restored my joy in 
ministry. 
 
But the people in Clifford were also grieving silently. They had gone 
through a stressful period of a different kind. They had to expel a 
pastor forcefully, because apparently he had a drinking problem. 
 
My short one year ministry in Clifford served a twofold purpose. It 
re-established me stronger than ever, and I think I helped them re-
establish confidence in the tarnished Office of the Ministry. We 
could again carry on in our respective and daily task. 
 
With a vengeance I applied myself in two areas, Church and home. I 
was active on two fronts. 
 
Church: I visited every home of every member of the relatively large 
congregation, and established church membership records; we 
revised the constitution of the congregation, without the conflict 
that emerged at Kingsville. I attended every meeting of every 
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function in the congregation. I officiated at more funerals at Clifford 
in the first three month of my stay, than in the four years, that I was 
at Kingsville. People came to me for counseling, which never 
occurred in Kingsville. I was elected to represent the congregation of 
the circuit at the 1975 Synodical Convention of the L.C.M.S. at 
Anaheim, California, and reported back. 
 

 
 
Home: 
Tillie and I purchased our first building lot from a member of the 
congregation, and built our first home.  Except for the laying of 
blocks and bricks, I did virtually all the work by myself. My father, 
age 70, volunteered to come and help me with the construction. 
Later my mother came also.  Until the house was ready to move in, 
we lived in a vacant old parsonage, out in the country, 3 kilometers 
Northeast of Clifford. It was an old Ontario stone house, having 18 
inch field stone walls. Ironically it was the very same house, in which 
young Pastor Wentzlaff had lived, before he accepted the call to 
Kingsville. In the back was still the stable for his horse and buggy. 
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Without considering the possibility of receiving another call, out of 
the clear blue, I received the call to serve as Pastor at St. Paul’s 
Lutheran Church, Medicine Hat, Alberta. Initially it seemed as a 
difficult decision. But since the transitional healing process for both, 
me and St. John’s, seemed to be complete, I concluded that Clifford 
could easily be served by another individual, and I should use my 
German, serve at Medicine Hat, and be closer to my aging parents. 
 
The people in Clifford very much wanted us to stay, and were 
somewhat shocked, when I announced that after just one year, and 
no problems, I should accept another call. But we left on good terms. 
As anticipated, the congregation reverted to stability under the long 
tenure of a new pastor. 
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Anecdotes From Clifford: 
 
We had our first youth group meeting. I arrived not a moment early. 
Everybody was already there. Again the attendance was not what I 
hoped for. As I arrived, I said, “Is that all there is.” Everybody looked 
at each other, as if they were saying, “Don’t we count?!” I never said 
that again. 
 
It was late at night. After a meeting at church everyone had gone 
home. By that time I was so familiar with the building I could walk 
through the church in the dark. I had to go into the basement, but 
did not turn on a light. As I was going down the stairs, about to enter 
the pitch black basement, I was singing loudly, “Praise God from 
whom all blessings flow! Praise Him all creatures here, below!” 
Suddenly I had this strange feeling of goblins and ghost. I still get 
goose bumps running up and down my back, even as I am writing 
this. 
 
My brother Martin frequently visited us from Toronto. He slept in 
the basement. I had speakers hanging from the ceiling, which were 
controlled by the amplifier upstairs. On Sunday mornings, I would 
frequently put on a pipe organ record and turn up the volume.  
Martin came up immediately and said, “Turn off that horror movie 
music!” 
 
Old Mr. Dettman’s daughter in-law, Leroy’s wife, was very active in 
church. She was not afraid to be in charge. After a post funeral 
luncheon, she was cleaning up. There were many fine sandwiches 
left over. She said, “Pastor, take home as many as you like. Or, I will 
feed them to the pigs.” 
 
I was to officiating at the funeral of the mother of a teenager’s 
friend, in Toronto. I had never met any of the family before. I arrived 
at the funeral home. The casket was still open. As I went to show my 
respect, I noticed that the deceased lady had what appeared to be a 
huge diamond ring on her finger. I went to the young man, and said, 
“Your mother appears to have huge diamond ring, still on her finger. 
You might want to keep that at a souvenir from your mother. If so, 
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talk to the funeral attendants.” The service was about to begin. The 
funeral attendants, not to make a scene, were planning to remove 
the ring just before closing the casket. But they ran into unexpected 
trouble.  Rigor mortis had set in, the fingers were tightly folded and 
would not open or bend. They had a hard time removing that ring 
from the finger. Finally, with a boyish smile of embarrassment, they 
closed the casket. 
 
If I ever met an angel, it was at the installation of Pastor Bob. The 
“angel” was a young man, who appeared to be in his thirties. People 
from another town met this total stranger, who invited himself to 
participate in the fellowship of this installation. He made a strange 
impression on me. He mingled freely with the people and talked 
kindly with me and others, as if he knew everybody. I still remember 
that from 35 years ago. When I will meet him in heaven, I will ask 
him, “Was that really you?”  
 
When I built our home, before my father came to help, a retired 
farmer helped me. Seems to me his name was Henry Demerling. He 
was 95 years. But was always one step ahead of me. He was always 
thinking, when I needed something, he already handed it to me. One 
day, I raised a long pre-framed wall. Such a wall can always fall, I 
remember that from Calgary, so I would not permit Old Henry help 
me, for I did not want him to get hurt. But he was hurt, for I would 
not let him help me. He would say to others, “He raised that wall all 
by himself.” (Seemed like people got to be very old in Clifford.) 
 
 

 
 


